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PREFACE. 



Sevekal years have elapsed since a considerable 
portion of the following translations appoarod in 
tlie colunma of " Blankwood's Magazine." It was 
then the ambition and desire of the translators to 
have laid before the public, through that widely- 
circulated medium, such a selection from the minor 
poems and ballads of the great German author, as 
might tend to convey to an English reader some- 
thing like an adequate impression of his varied 
genius. At that time very few of these poems 
had appeared in an English dress ; at any rate, no 
attempt towards a copious version had been made 
Goethe was well known in England by the fame 
of his longer works ; in particular, his " Faust " 
waa generally read, and had been frequently trans- 
lated ; but, comparatively speaking, few persons 
were acquainted with his lesser poems, upon the 
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composition of which ho bestowed the ntmost 
amount of care and elaboration. His accomplish- 
ed biographer, Mr, Lewes, has said of these, with 
equal truth and felicity of espression — " They are 
instinct with life and beauty, against which no 
prejudice can stand. They ^ve mnacal form to 
feelings the most various, and to feelings that are 
true. They are gay, coquettish, playful, tender, 
passionate, mournful, reflective, and picturesque ; 
now sbnple as the ' tune which beats time to noth- 
ing in your head,' now laden with weighty thought ; 
at one moment reflecting with ethereal grace the 
whim and fancy of caprice, at another sobbing 
forth the sorrows which press a cry from tbe heart." 
Mr. Lewes is here alluding rather to the lyrics than 
the ballads, of which latter some may be ranked 
as among the most perfect and powerful of mod- 
em poetical compositions. 

After having proceeded some way with their 
task, the translators were prevented by other avo- 
cations from completing it. It was, however, nev- 
er lost sight of as a work to be carried through, 
should circumstances permit. Under the deep 
conviction that these masterpieces of literary skill 
ought to be approached with no reckless hand, the 
translators have in the interval endeavoured to 
overcome the difficulties of their self imposed task. 



bv Google 



and they Iiave spared no pains to make their traa- 
Bcripts faithful in form as well as spirit to the 



They heUeve that the system of co-operatioQ 
which they have pursued has been attended with ad- 
vantage. Each translator has selected the poems to 
which he thought he could best do justice, and in 
this way he has worked with aireshnessof impulse 
which otherwise could not have been obtained. In 
many cases the poems have undergone the carefol 
revision of both the translators, and each has hon- 
estly given and accepted the criticism and correc- 
tion of the other. The initial of each translator 
attached to the poems indicates those which 
are either wholly or substantially his separate 
work. In some instances, however, the transla- 
tions are, in the strictest sense, joint productions, 
and to these the joint initials have been appended. 
The translators may perhaps be allowed to add, 
that they have already had some experience of the 
advantages of hteraiy co-operation ; for a volume 
of humorous poems and jeinc (Pesprtt issued by 
them, several years ago, under the title of " Bon 
Ganltier's BaUada," has been fortunate enough to 
obtain a wide circulation. 

The translators need hardly say that they have 
not attempted a version of all, or even of the ma- 
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jority of Goethe's minor poems. The vast nuro- 
ter of these TFOiild, of itself^ have been eafficient 
to deter them from any snoh attempt ; but, besides 
this, many of them are really of alight intrinsic 
value. Every voluminous author has been unequal 
in Lis efforts. Goethe, who was the most industri- 
ous and indefatigable literary man of the age, was 
no exception to this rule. His wheat, though of 
the finest quahty, has not been so well winnowed 
that the chaff has entirely disappeared. Further, 
some of the minor poems are valuable solely, or 
nearly so, for the neatness of their workmanship, 
and the charm of these is not to be transferred to 
another language. Others are either of exclusive- 
ly biographical interest, or cast in forms alien to 
the genius of the English language. The former 
do not fall within the scope of a work like the 
present ; the latter would have been so much al- 
tered by the process of recasting, as to assume 
the appearance of original ratherthan of translated 
poems. The admirable series of compositions in 
he^fameter and pentameter verse, including "The 
Roman Elegies," "Alexis and Dora," and others, 
which in themselves are among the most finished 
of Goethe's poetical works, the translators do not 
believe can be rendered, by any amount of labour 
and skill, into corresponding English meaanres 
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with any assurance of success. At the same tune, 
it was with no email reluctance that they abandon- 
ed the classical meaaures in the case of the serioa 
of poems "In the Manner of the Antique." But 
believing the idea of these exquisite pieces to be 
more important than the form, and to be separa- 
ble from the form without serious detriment, they 
decided on adopting the metres which in their 
opinion would best commend them to the taste of 
English readers. For, after all, it is for them, and 
not forGterman scholars, that this volume has been 
written. Wherever, as in the case of the poems in 
irregular unrhymed metres, it seemed possible to 
preserve the form without injury, and indeed with 
advantage to the enjoyment of the poem, the trans- 
lators have endeavoured to illustrate the rliythmi- 
cal capabilities of our English speech, which they 
believe to be far greater than is generally supposed. 
Unwilling, however, to press this experiment too 
far, they have left unattempted several poems of 
this class, which they might otherwise have includ- 
ed in their volume. 

In conclusion, the translators may observe that 
they cannot hope altogether to escape that censure 
which follows every attempt at selection. Some 
critics may think that they have included a few 
poems wMch might have been advantageously omit- 
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ted; othera that they have been too fastidious in 
their exclusions. Pcrliaps they may have erred in 
both ways. But they can say, in all honesty, that 
they have executed their work according to the 
best of their judgment and abihty ; and, with that 
declaration, they humbly take their leave. 
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POEMS AND BAllADS OF GOETHE. 



GOETHE'S IBTEODIICIIOI. 



poems, IS certaiiilj not conceived in tiis liappiest manner, though, 
like all his other writinj^, it has been most carefully elaborated. 
ICaeema intended lasupply tbeplaceof theiuvocationlothetnuse, 
with which the ancient poets almost iuTarjablj commeuced as a 
sort of sanctifjing eereraonj; but the custom, appropriate enoagh 
so long as the inspiration of tbe sacred Nine was acknon-ledged, 
or even tjpicallj accepted, baa now fallen iato general disuse. 
The substitution of the Goddess of Nature, or the Genius of Poetry, 
appears to our English lasle but a clumsy expedient. Goethe, 
however, tbougbt otherwise; and his example has since been fol- 
lowed by various German poels of lesser note, who have vouch- 
safed to us glimpaea of tbeir commuiiinga with some Tisianary 



THE morning came. Its footsteps scared away 
The gentle sleep that hover'd lightly o'er me ; 

1 left my quiet co^ to greet the day, 

And gaily climb'd the moimtain-side before me. 
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The aweet young flowers! how fresh were they and 
tender, 

Brimful with dew upon the sparkhng lea ; 
The young day open'd in exulting splendour, 

And all around seem'd glad to gladden me. 
11. 
And, as I mounted, o'er the meadow ground 

A white and filmy essence 'gan to hover; 
It saiVd and shifted till it hemm'd me round, 

Then rose above my head, and floated over. 
No more I saw the beauteous scene unfolded — 

It lay beneath a melancholy shroud ; 
And soon was I, as if in vapour moulded, 

Alone, within the twilight of tlie cloud. 

At once, as though the sun were stru^ling through. 

Within the mist a sudden radiance started ; 
Here sunk the vapour, but to rise anew, 

There on the peak, and upland forest parted. 
O, how I panted for the first clear gleaming, 

Made by the gloom it banish'd doubly bright ! 
It came not, but a glory round me beaming, 

And I stood blinded by the gush of light. 
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GOETHE B INTRODUCTION. 3 

A moment, and I felt enforc'd do look, 

By some strange impulse of the heart's emotion ; 
But more than one quick glance I scarce could brook, 

For all waa burning like a molten ocean. 
There, in the glorious clouds that seem'd to bear her, 

A form angelic hover'd in the air ; 
Ne'er did my eyes behold a vision fairer, 

And still she gazed upon me, floating there. 

" Dost thou not know me 1 " and her voice was soft 

As truthful love, and holy calm it sounded. 
" Know'st thou not me, who many a time and oft 

Poured balsam in thy hurts when sorest wounded ? 
Ah, well thou knowest her, to whom for ever 

Thy heart in union pants to be allied ! 
Have I not seen the tears — the wild endeavour 

That even in boyhood brought thee to my side t " 

VI. 

"Yes! I have felt thy influence oft," I cried. 
And sank on earth before her, half-adoring; 

" Thou brought'st me rest when Passion's lava tide 
Thro' my young veins like liquid fire was pouring. 
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4 GOETHE a INTHODUCTION. 

And thou hast fann'd, as with celestial pinions, 
In summer's heat, my parch'd and fever'd brow ; 

Gav'st me the choicest gifts of earth's dominions, 
And, save through thee, I seek no fortune now. 

"I name thee not, but I have heard thee nam'd. 

And heard thee styled their own ere now by many ; 
All eyes believe at thee their glance is aim'd, 

Though thine eifulgence is too great for any. 
Ah ! I had many comrades whilst I wander'd — 

I know thee now, and stand almost alone ; 
I veil thy light, too precious to be squander'd. 

And share the inward joy I feel with none." 

Smiling, she said — "Thou seest 'twas wise frona thee 
To keep the fuller, greater revelation : 

Source art thou from grotesque delusions free. 
Scarce master of thy childish first sensation ; 

Yet deem'st thyself so far above thy brothers, 
That thou hast won the right to scom them! 
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i INTRODUCTION. 



Who made the yawning gulf 'twixt thee and others 1 
Know — know thyself— lire with the world in 



" Forgive me ! " I exolaim'd, " 1 meant no ill, 

Else should in vain my eyes be disenchanted ; 
Within my blood tbere stirs a genial will — 

I know the worth of all that thou hast granted. 
That boon I hold in trust for others merely, 

Nor shall I let it rust within the ground ; 
Why sought I out the pathway so sincerely, 

If not to guide my brothers to the bound 1 " 



And as I spoke, upon her radiant face 

Pasa'd a sweet smile, like breath across a mirr 
And in her eyes' bright meaning I could trace 

What I had answer'd well, and what in error. 
She smiled, and then my heart regain'd its lightut 

And bounded in my breast with rapture high ; 
Then durst I pass within her zone of brightness, 

And gaze upon her with unquailing eye. 
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ö ÖOETHES INTRODUCTION. 

Straightway she stretch'd her hand among the thin 

And watery haze that round her presence hover'd ; 
Slowly it coü'ii and shrunk her grasp within, 

And lo ! the landscape lay once more uncovcr'd — 
Again mine eye could scan the sparkling meadow, 

I look'd to heaven, and all was clear and bright; 
I saw her hold a veil without a shadow, 

That undulated round her in the light. 



" i know thee ! — all thy weakness, all that yet 

Of good within thee lives and glows, I've measur'd ;" 
She said — her voice I never may forget — 

" Accept the gift that long for thee was treasur'd. 
Oh ! happy he, thrice-bless'd in earth and heaven, 

Who takes this gift with soul serene and true, 
The veil of song, by Truth's own fingers given, 

Enwoven of sunshine and the morning dew. 



" Wave but this veil on high, whene'er beneath 
The noonday fervour thou and thine are glowing, 
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GOETHES IBTBODUCTIOH, 7 

And fragrance of all flowers around shall breathe, 
And the cool winds of eve come freshly blowing. 

Earth's cares shall cease for thee, and all its riot ; 
Whore gloom'd the grave, a starry couch be seen ; 

The waves of life shall sink in halcyon quiet ; 
The days be lovely feir, the nights serene," 



Corns then, my friends, and whether 'neath the load 

Of heavy griefs ye struggle on, or whether 
Your better destiny shall strew the road 

With flowers, and golden fruits that cannot wither, 
united let us move, still forward striving ; 

So while we live shall joy our days illume, 
And in our children's hearts our love surviving 

Shall gladden them, when we are in the tomb, 
A. M. 
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IN THE MANSER OF THE ANTIQUE. 

The abort poems, of which the following are tranalatiqns, were 
composed by Goethe at different periods, and finally collecled and 
arranged under the aboTe Mile. They bear a strong resemblance 
to tbe beltar portion of the Greek Anthology, so far as regards the 
compressioa and delicate nature of the thoughts, and also the ex- 
treme felicity of the language. In the original German they are 
cast in the ancient hexameter and pentameter, which no doubt en- 
hances the resemblance, and which the tj^unslators would have 

suited lo the genius of llie English speech, upon this subject 
there hag been a good deal of controrersy, from the days of Southey 
downwards; and many ingenious attempts bave been made to 
prove Ibat it is posäible, by care and dexterity, to construct a 
good English poem in the classical form. Witbont denying the 
possibility (which it would be haiardons to do in tbe face of such 
an example as Mr. Longfellow's "Evangeline"), the translators 
nevertheless mainliun their opinion that such versification is en- 
tirely exotic, and not calculated either to make the same impres- 
sion or to give the same pleasure as a skilful use of the standard 
English metres, of which there is asufBcientTariety for every pho- 
netic purpose. They have, therefore, in the rendering of this sec- 
tion of Goethe's poetry, departed from tbejr general rule of ad- 
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hering aa closely as may be to tb« form of the originals ; and Ihey 
venture to thint thai, by doing so, Ihey have made a nearer 
approiimaliou to the spirit of these really beautiful poeins than 
could be effected by the adoption of the ancient metrical system. 



THE CHOSEN ROOK. 

Herb, in the hush and stillness of mid-noon, 

The lover lay, and thought upon his love ; 

With blithesome voic« he spoke to me ; " Be thou 

My witness, stone ! — Yet, therefore, vaunt thee not, 

For thou hast many partners of my joy — 

To every rock that crowns this grassy dell. 

And looks on me and my felicity ; 

To every foresl-st«m that I embrace 

In my entrancement as I roam along, 

Stand tho« for a memorial of my bliss! 

All mingle with my rapture, and to all 

1 lift a consecrating cry of joy. 

Yet do I lend a voice to thee alone, 

As culls the Muse some favourite from the crowd. 

And, with a kiss, inspires for evermore." 
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10 anacbbon's grave. — the chinamah in romb. 

ANACREON'S GRAVE. 

Whierb the rose is fresh and blooming — where the 
vine and myrtle spring — 

Where the turtle-dove is cooing — where the gay 
cicalas sing — 

Whose may be the grave surrounded with such store 
of comely grace, 

Like a God-created garden? 'Tis Anacreon's rest- 
ing-place. 

Spring and summer and the autumn pour'd their 
gifts around the bard, 

And, ere winter came to chill him, sound he slept 
beneath the sward. 



THE CHINAMAN IN ROME. 

In Rome 1 saw a stranger from Pekin : 
Uncouth and heavy to his eye appear'd 
The mingled piles of old and modern time. 
" Alas ! " he said, " what wretched taste is here. 
When will they learn to stretch the airy roof 
On light pilaster'd shafts of vamish'd wood — 
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THE PARE. 

Gmu the fine sense, and educated eye, 
Which only finds in lacquer, carvings quaint^ 
And variegated tintings, pure delight ? " 
Hearing these words, unto myself I said, 
" Behold the type of many a moon-atrucli bard 
Who vaunts his tissue, woven of a dream, 
'Gainst Nature's tapestry, that lasts for aye, 
Proclaims as siclt the truly sound ; and this. 
That he, the truly sick, may pass for sound ! " 



THE PARK. 

How beautiful ! A garden fair as heaven, 
Flowers of all hues, and smiling in the sun, 
Where all was waste and wilderness before. 
Well do ye imitate, ye gods of earth, 
The great Creator. Rock, and lake, and glade, 
Birds, fishes, and untamed beasts are here. 
Your work were all an Eden, but for this— 
Here is no man unconscious of a pang, 
No perfect Sabbath of unbroken rest. 
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PEKFEOT BLISS. 
All the divine perfectioas, which, whilere 
Nature in thrift doled out 'mongst many a fair, 
She shower'd with, open hand, thou peerless c 
on thee ! 
And she that was so wondrously endow'd, 
To whom a throng of noble knees were bow'd, 
Gave all — Love's perfect gift — her glorious s 



SOLITUDE. 
Grant, O ye healing Nymphs, that have your haunts 
By roek and stream and lonely forest-glade, 
The boon which, in their bosoms' silent depths. 
Tour votaries crave ! Unto the sad of heart 
Give comfort — knowledge unto him that doubts — 
Possession to the lover, and its joy. 
For unto you the Gods have given, what they 
Denied to man — to aid and to console 
All those soe'er, who put their trust in you. 
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PHILOMELA. 

Surely, surely, Amor nursed thee, songstress ot tlie 
plaintive note. 
And, in fond and childish fancy, fed thee from his 
pointed dart. 
So, sweet Philomel, the poison sunk into thy guile- 
less throat, 
Till, with all love's weight of passion, strike its 
not«s to every heart 



THE HUSBANDMAN. 

Lightly doth the furrow fold the golden grain within 

its breast. 
Deeper shroud, old man, shall cover in thy limbs 

when laid at rest. 
Blithely plough, and sow as blithely ! Here are 

springs of mortal cheer, 
And when e'en the grave is closing, Hope is ever 

standing near. 
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HB BROTHEBa. 

WARNING. 

Do not touch him — do not wake him ! Fast asleep 
is Amor lying ; 
Go — fulfil thy work appointed — do thy labour of 
the day. 
Thus the wise and eareftil mother uses every moment 
flying, 
Whilst her child ia in the cradle — Slumbers pass 
too soon away. 



THE BK0THER8. 

SLtrUBBR, Sleep — they were two brothers, servants 

to the Gods above ; 
Kind Prometheus lur'd them downwards, ever fiU'd 

with earthly love ; 
But what Gods could bear so lightly, press'd too 

hard on men beneath ; 
Slumber did his brother's duty — Sleep was deep^'d 

into Death. 
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loVEB eouB-aLA8s, — the tbachkb8. 



LOVE'S HOÜE-GLÄSS. 

Ehob! wherefore do I see thee, with the glass in 

either hand ? 
Fiokle God! with double measure wouldst thou 

count the shifting saod ? 
"■This one flows for parted lovers — slowly drops 

each tiny bead — 
That is for the days of dalliance, and it melts with 

golden speed." 

A. 



THE TEACHERS. 

What time Diogenes, unmoved and still. 
Lay in his tub, and bask'd him in the sun — 
What time Calanus clomb, with lightsome step 
And smiling cheek, up to his fiery tomb — 
What rare examples there for Philip's son 
To curb his overmastering lust of sway, 
But that the Lord of the majestic world 
Was all too great for lessons even like these ! 
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THE WREATHS. 



THE WREATHS. 



Our German Klopstock, if he had his will, 
Would bar us from the skirts of Pindus old. 
No more the classic laurel should be priz'd, 
But the rough leaflets of our native oak 
Alone should glisten in the poet's hair ; 
Yet did himself, with spirit unreclaim'd 
From first alle^ance to those early Gods, 
Lead up to GoSgotha's most awful height 
With more than epic pomp the new Crusade. 
But let him range the bright angelic host 
On either hill — no matter. By his grave 
All gentle hearts should bow them down and weep. 
For where a hero and a saint have died, 
Or where a poet sang prophetical, 
Dying as greatly as they greatly lived, 
To give memorial to all after-times, 
Of lofty worth and course undismay'd ; 
There, in mute reverence, all devoutly kneel, 
In homage of the thorn and laurel wreath. 
That were at once their glory and their pang! 
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SACSED GROUND. — THE MtSE 8 UIRROR. 



SACRED GROUND. 

A PLACE to mark the Graces, when tJiey come 
I>ow» from Olympus, still and secretly, 
To join the OreadiS in their festival. 
Beneath the light of the benignant moon. 
There lies the poet, watching them unseen, 
The whilst they chant the sweetest songs of heaven, 
Or, floating o'er the sward without a sound. 
Lead on the mystic wonder of the dance. 
All that is great in heaven, or fair on earth. 
Unveils its glories to the dreamer's eye. 
And all he tells the Muses. They again, 
Knowing that Gods are jealous of their own. 
Teach him, through al! the passion of his verse, 
To utter these high secrets reverently. 



THE MUSE'S MIRROR. 

To deck herself, the Muse, at early mom, 
Wander'd adown a wimpling brook, to find 
Some glassy pool more quiet than the rest. 
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18 EXCULPATION. 

On sped the stream, and ever as it ran 
It swept away her image, which did change 
With every bend and dimple of the wave. 
In wrath the Goddess tum'd her from the spot, 
Yet after her the brook, with taunting tongue, 
Did call — " 'Tis plain thou wilt not see the truth, 
All purely though my mirror shows it thee t " 
But she, meanwhile, stood with indifferent ear, 
By a far comer of the crystal lake, 
Delightedly surveying her fair form. 
And settling flowerets in her golden hair. 



EXCULPATION. 

Wilt thou dare to blame the woman for her seem- 
ing sudden changes, 
Swaying east and swaying westward, as the 
breezes shake the tree ? 
Fool ! thy selfish thought misguides thee — find the 
man that never ranges ; 
Woman wavers but to seek him — Is not then the 
fault in thee t 
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THB SWIBB ALP. — MARRIAGE tTNEQUAX. 19 



THE SWISS ALP. 

Ybstbbday thy head was brown, as are the (lowing 
locks of love, 

In the bright blue sky I watch'd thee towering, giant- 
like, above. 

Now thy summit, white and hoary, glitters all with 
silver snow, 

Which the stormy night hath shaken from its robes 
upon thy brow ; 

And I know that youth and age are bound with audi 
mysterious meaning. 

As the days are link'd together, one short dream but 
intervening. 



MARRIAGE UNEQUAL. 

Alas, that even in a heavenly marriage. 
The iairest lots should ne'er be reconcil'd! 

Psyche wax'd old, and prudent in her carriage. 
Whilst Cupid evermore remains the child. 
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THE UKW tOVK. 



THE NEW LOVE. 



LoTB, not the simple youtli that whilom wound 

Himself about young Psyche's heart, looked round 

Olympus with a cold and roving eye, 

That had accustom'd been to victory. 

It rested on a Gloddesa, noblest ftr 

Of all that noble throng — a glorious star — 

Venus Urania. And from that hour 

He loved her. Ah ! to his resistless power 

Even she, the holy one, did yield at last. 

And in his daring arms he held her fast. 

A new and beauteous Love from that embrace 

Had birth, which to the mother owed his grace 

And purity of soul, whilst from his sire 

He borrow'd al! his passion, ail his fire. 

Him ever, where the gracious Muses be, 

Thou'lt surely find. Such sweet society 

Is his delight, and his sharp-pointed dart 

Doth rouse within men's breasts the love of Art. 
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PB(BBITS AND HERMES. 



PH(EBU8 AND HEEMES. 

The deep-brow'd lord of Delos once, and Maia's 

nimble-witted son, 
Contended eagerly by whom the prize of glory should 

be won ; 
Hermes long'd to grasp the lyre, — the lyre Apollo 

hoped to gain, 
And both their hearts were fijll of hope, and yet the 

hopes of both were vain. 
For Ares, to decide the strife, between them rudely 

dash'd in ire. 
And waving high his falchion keen, he cleft in twain 

the golden lyre. 
Loud Hermes laugh'd maliciously, but at the direful 

deed did tall 
The deepest grief upon the heart of Phtebus and the 

Muses ail. 
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HOLY FAMILY. 



HOLT FAMILY. 



CHILD of beauty rare — 

O mother chast« and fair — 

How happy seem they both, so iär beyond compar ! 

She, in her infant blest, 

And he in conscious rest, 

Nestling within the soft warm cradle of her breast! 

What joy that sight might bear 

To him who sees them there, 

If, with a pure and guilt-untroubled eye, 

He look'd upon the twain, like Joseph standing by. 
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THE BRIBE OF C0BI8T11. 

Or this poem, which is acknontedged to be h maaterpisce, Mrs. 
Austia bas Baid Tery happilj', " An anful und undetined horror 
breathes throughout it. In Ihe alow measured rhythm of the verse, 
and the pathetic simplicity of the diction, there is a solemnity and 
a stirring spell which chains the feelings like a de«p mysterious 
strain of music." Several attempts have been made to translate 
it into Unglish, but iu uo previous instance bas the exact metre 
of the ori|{inal beeo adhered to, oning, no doubt, to the poverty 
of onr langHBge in double rhymes. It is liardly necessary to ob- 
serve that all great composers hare taken especial care to adopt, 
Tary, or modity their metres according to the peculiar tone and 
character of the poem ; and, in this instance, it appeared to the 
translators, that by no other form of verse eicepl that which 
Ooethe had selected could this poem be rendered so as to convey 
to the English reader a due impression of its power. Therefore 
they resolved, whatever amount of labour the effort might require, 
to overcome the metrical difficulty; and so much at least they 
bare been able, by mutual co-opsration, to accomph'sh. Their suc- 
cess, however, they are well owore, must be estimated according 
to their fidelity to the original, the eipressiou of which they have 
afriveo throughout to maintun without any kind of ttlteralion. 



bv Google 



A YOUTH to Corinth, whilst the city slun.ber'd, 
Came from Athens : though a stranger there, 
Soon among its townsmen to be numher'd, 
For a b.ride awaits him, young and fair : 
From their childhood's years 
They were plighted feres, 
So contracted by their parents' care. 



But may not his welcome there be hlnder'd? 

Dearly must he buy it, would he speed. 
He is still a heathen with hia kindred, 

Slie and hers wash'd In tlie Christian creed. 
When new faiths are bom. 
Love and troth are torn 
Rudely from the heart, liowe'er it bleed. 



All the house is hush'd ; — to rest retreated 
Father, daughters — not tJie mother quite; 

Slie the guest with cordial welcome greeted, 
Led him to a room with tapers bright ; 
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THB BRIDE OF CORINTH. 

Wine and food she brought, 
Ere of them he thought, 
Then de^jarted witi a fair good-night. 

But he felt no hunger, and unheeded 

Left the wine, and eager for the rest 

Which his limüs, forspent with travel, needed 

On the couch he laid him, still undresa'd. 

There he sleeps— when lo! 

Onwards gliding slow, 

At the door appears a wondrous guest. 

By the waning lamp's uncertain gleaming 

There he sees a youthful maiden stand, 

Robed in white, of still and gentle seeming, 

On her brow a black and golden band. 

When she meets his eyes, 

With a quick surprise 

Starting, she uplifts a pallid hand. 

" Is a stranger here, and nothing told me t 
Am I then forgotten even in name t 
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Ah ! 'tia thus within my cell they hold me, 
And I now am eover'd o'er with shame ! 

Pillow still thy head 

There upon thy bed, 
I will leave thee qvdckly as I came," 



" Maiden — darling ! Stay, stay ! " and, leaping 

From the couch, before her stands the boy : 
" Ceres — ^Bacchus, here their gifts are heaping, 
And thou bringest Amor's gentle joy ! 
Why with terror pale ? 
Sweet one, let us hail 
These bright goda — their festive gifts employ." 



" Oh, no— MO ! Young stranger, come not nigh me ; 

Joy is not for me, nor festive cheer. 
Ah ! such bliss may ne'er be tasted by me. 
Since my naother, in fantastic fear, 
By long sickness bow'd, 
To Heaven's service vow'd 
Me, and all the hopes that warm'd me here. 
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" They have left our hearth, and left it lonely — 

The old gods, that bright and jocund train. 

One, unseen, in heaven, ia worshipp'd only, 

And upon the cross a Saviour slain ; 

Sacrifice is here, 

Not of lamb nor ateer. 

But of hummi woe and human pain." 



And he asks, and all her words doth ponder — 
" Can it be, that, in this silent spot, 

I behold thee, thou surpassing wonder ! 

My sweet bride, so strangely to me brought ? 

See, our parents' vow 
Heaven's good blessing hath for us b 



XI. 

" No ! thou gentle heart," she cried in anguish ; 

" 'Tis not mine, but 'tis my sister's place ; 
When in lonely cell I weep and languish, 

Think, oh think of me in her embrace ! 



bv Google 



38 THE uridb of cobinth, 

I think but of thee — 
Pining drearily, 
Sooa beneath the earth to hide my face ! " 

" Nay ! I swear by yonder flame which bumeth, 

Fann'd by Hymen, lost thou shalt not be ; 
Droop not thus, for my sweet bride returneth 
To my fethor's mansion back with me t 
Dearest ! tarry here ! 
Taste the bridal cheer, 
For our spousal spread so wondrously t " 

Then with word and sign their troth they plight«d. 

Golden was the chain she bade him wear ; 
But the cup he ofler'd her she slighted, 

Silver, wrought with cunning past compare. 
"Thatisnorfor me; 
AH I ask of thee 
Is one little ringlet of thy hmr." 

XIV. 

Dully boom'd the midnight hour unhallow'd. 
And then first her eyes began to shine; 
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Eagerly with pallid lips she swallow'd 

Hasty draughts of purple-tinctured wi 

But the wheaten bread, 

As in shuddering dread, 

Put she always by with loathing sign. 



And she gave the youth the cup : he drain'd it. 

With impetuows haste he drain'd it dry ; 

Love was in his fever'd heart, and pain'd it, 

Till it ached for joys she must deny. 

But the maiden's fears 

Stay'd him, till in tears 

On the bed he sank, with sobbing cry. 



And she leMis above him — " Dear one, still thee ! 

Ah, how sad am I to see thee so ! 
But, alas ! these limbs of mine would chill thee ; 
Love ! they mantle not with passion's glow ; 
Thou wouldst be afraid, 
Didst thou find the mmd 
ITiou hast chosen, cold as ice or snow." 
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i or CORINTH. 



Bound her waist his eager arms he bended. 

With the strength that youth and love inspire ; 
" Wert thou even from the grave ascended, 
I could warm thee well with my desire ! " 
Panting kiss on kiss ! 
Overflow of bliss ! 
"Bum'st thou not, and feel est me on fire?" 



Closer yet they cling, and intermingling, 

Tears and broken sobs proclaim the rest ; 
His hot breath through all her frame is tingling, 
There they lie, caressing and caress'd. 
His impassion'd mood 
Warms her torpid blood, 
Yet there beats no heart within her breast ! 

Meanwhile goes the mother, softly creeping, 
Through the house, on needful cares intent. 

Hears a murmur, and, while all are sleeping, 
Wonders at the sounds, and what they meant. 
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Who was whispering so 1 — 
Voices soft and low, 
In mysterious converse strangely blent. 

Straightway by the door herself she stations, 

There to be assur'd what was amiss ; 
And she hears love's fiery protestations, 
Words of ardour and endearing bliss : 
" Hark, the cock ! "Tis light ! 
But to-morrow night 
Thon wilt come again "i " — and kiss on kiss. 

Quick the latch she raises, and, with features 

Ajiger-flush'd, into the chamber hies. 
" Are there in my house such shameless creatures. 
Minions to the stranger's will?" she cries. 
By the dying light, 
Who is't meets her sight ? 
God ! 'tJa her o 



sxii. 
And the youth in terror sought to cover, 
With her own light veil, the maiden's head, 
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Clasp'd her close ; but, gliding from her lover, 
Back the vestmeut from her brow she spread. 

And her form upright, 

As with ghostly might. 
Long and slowly rises from the bed. 

sxiii. 
" Mother ! mother ! wherefore thus deprive me 

Of such joy as I this night have known 1 
Wherefore from these warm embraces drive mel 
Was I waken'd up to meet thy frown t 
Did it not suffice 
That, in virgin guise, 
To an early grave you brought me down ? 



" Fearful is the weird that forc'd me hither, 

From the dark-heap'd chamber where 1 lay ; 
Powerless are your drowsy anthems, neither 
Can your priests prevail, howe'er they pray. 
Salt nor lymph can cool, 
Where the pulse is full ; 
Love must still burn on, though wrapp'd in clay. 
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"To this youth my early troth was plight«d, 

Whilst yet Venus ruled within the land ; 
Mother! and that vow ye falsely slighted, 
At your new and gloomy faith's command. 
But no god will hear, 
If a mother swear 
Pure from love to keep her daughter's hand, 

XKVI. 

"Nightly from my narrow chamber driven, 

Come I to fulfil my destin'd part, 
Him to seek to whom my troth was given. 
And to draw the life-blood from his heart. 
He hath served my will; 
More I yet must kill. 
For another prey I now depart 



" F^r young man ! thy thread of life is broken. 
Human skill can bring no aid to thee. 

There thou hast my chain — a ghastly token — 
And this lock of thine I take with me. 
2* 
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Soon must thou decay, 

Soon wilt thou he grey, 

Dftrk although to-night thy tresses be ! 



" Mother ! hear, oh hear my last entreaty ! 

Let the funeral-pile arise once more ; 
Open up my wretched tomb for pity, 
And in flames our souls to peace restore. 
When the ashes glow, 
When the fire-sparks flow, 
To the ancient gods aloft we soar." 
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Who rides so late through the grisly night? 
'Tis a (Uther and child, and he grasps him tight; 
He wraps him close in his mantle's fold, 
And shelters the hoy from the piercing cold, 

" My son, why thus to my arm dost cling "i " 
" Fiither, dost thou not see the Erlie-king "i 
The king with his crown and his long black tnun ! ' 
" My son, 'tis a streak of the misty rain ! " 

" Come hither, thou darling ! come, go with me ! 
Fine games know I that I'll play with thee ; 
Flowers many and bright do my kingdoms hold. 
My mother has many a robe of gold. 

" Oh father, dear father ! and dost thou not hear 
What the Erlie-king whispers so low in mine ear? 
" Calm, calm thee, my boy, it is only the breeze, 
Aa it rustles the wither'd leaves under the trees ! " 
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36 THE EBL-KtNO. 

" Wilt thou go, bonny boy ! wilt thou go with mel 
My daughters shall wait on thee daintilie ; 
My daughters around thee in dance shall sweep, 
And rock thee, and kiss thee, and sing thee to sleep ! " 

" father, dear father ! and dost thou not mark 
Erlie-king's daiight«r8 move by in the dark ] " 
"I see it, my chUd; but it is not they, 
Tis the old willow nodding its head so grey t " 

" I love thee t thy beauty, it charms me so ; 
And I'll take thee by force, if thou wilt not go ! " 
" O father, dear father ! he's grasping me — 
My heart is as cold as cold can lie ! " 

The father rides swiftly — with terror he gasps — 
The sobbing child in his arms he clasps ; 
He reaches the castle with spurring and dread ; 
But, alack ! in his arms the child lay dead ! 
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THE FISHER. 

The water rush'd and bubbled by — 

An angler near it lay, 
And wateh'd his quiU, with tranquil eye, 

Upon the current play. 
And as ho sits in wasteful dream, 

He sees the flood unclose, 
And from the middle of the stream 

A river-maiden rose. 

She sang to him with witching wile, 

" My brood why wilt thou snare, 
With human craft and human guile. 

To die in scorching air 'i 
Ah ! didst thou know how happy we, 

Who dwell in waters clear, 
Thou wouldst come down at once to me. 

And rest for ever here. 
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" The sun and ladye-moon they lave 

Their tresses in the main, 
And, breathing freshness from the wave, 

Come doubly bright again. 
The deep-blue sky, so moist and clear. 

Hath it for thee no lufe ? 
Does thine own face not woo thee down 

Unto our waters pure 1 " 

The water rush'd and bubbled by — 

It lapp'd his naked feet; 
He thrill'd as though he felt the touch 

Of maiden kisses sweet. 
She spoke to him, she sang to him — 

Resistless was her strain — 
Half-drawn, he sank beneath the wave, 

And ne'er was seen again. 
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Mahadkh, earth's lord, descending, 

To its mansions comes again, 
That, like man with mortals blending, 

He may feel their joy and pain ; 
Stoops to try life's varied changes, 

And ■with human eyes to see, 
Ere he praises or avenges, 
What their fitful lot may he. 
He has pass'd thro' the city, has look'd on them all ; 
He has watch'd o'er the great, nor forgotten the small, 
And at eyening went forth on his journey so free. 

In the outskirts of the city, 

Where the straggling huts are piled, 

At a casement stood a pretty 
Painted thing, almost a child. 
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40 THE GOD AND 1 

" Greet thee, maiden ! " " Thanks — art weary ? 

Wait, and quickly I'll appear ! " 

" What art thou 1 " — " A Bayader6, 

And the home of love is here." 

She rises ; the cymbals she strikes as she dances, 

And whirling, and bending with grace, she advances, 

And offers him flowers, aa she undulates near. 



O'er the threshold gliding lightly. 

In she leads him to her room, 
"Fear not, gentle stranger; brightly 

Shall Hiy lamp dispel the gloom. 
Art thou weary ? I'll relieve thee — 

Bathe thy feet, and soothe their smart ; 
All thou askest I can give thee — 
E«st, or song, or joy impart" 
She labours to soothe him, she labours to please 
The Deity smiles ; for with pleasure he sees 
Through deep degradation a right-loving heart. 

IV, 

And he asks for service menial, 
And she only strives the more. 
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Nature's impulse now is genial, 

Where but art prevail'd before. 
Ä8 the fruit succeeds the blossom, 

Swells and ripens day by day, 

So, where kindness fills the bosom, 

Love is never far away. 

But he, whose vast motive was deeper and higher, 

Selected, more keenly and clearly to try her, 

Love, follow'd by anguish, and death, and dismay. 



And her rosy cheeks he presses, 

And she feels love's torment sore, 
And, thrill'd through by his caresses, 

Weeps, who never wept before. 
Droops beside him, not dissembling, 

Or for passion or for gain, 
But her limbs grow faint and trembling. 
And no more their strength ret^n. 
Meanwhile the still hours of the night stealing by 
Spread their shadowy woof o'er the face of the sky. 
Bringing love and its festival joys in their train. 
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Light she slept, her arms around him ; 

Waking soon from broken rest, 
Dead upon her breast she found him, 
Dead — tliat dearly-cherish'd guest ! 
With a shriek, she flings her o'er him, 

But he answers not her cry ; 
And unto the pile they bore him, 
Stark of limb and cold of eye. 
She hears the priests chanting — she hears the death- 
song, 
And frantic she rises, and bursts through the throng. 
" Who is she ? what seeks she ] why comes she so 
nigh?" 

But the bier she üilleth over, 

And her shrieks are loud and shrUI — 
" I will have my lord, my lover ! 

In the grave I seek him still. 
Shall that godlike frame be wasted 

By the fire's consuming blight "i 
Mine it was — yea mine ! though tasted 

Only one delidous night ! " 



bv Google 



J AHD THE BAYADERE. 



But the priests, they chant ever — " We carry the old, 
Whei their watching is over, their journeys are 



We cany the young, when they pass from the light ! 



" Hear ua, -woman ! He we carry 

Was not, could not be, thy spouse. 
Art thou not a Bayadere ? 

So hast thou no nuptial vows. 
Only to death's silent hollow, 

With the body goes the shade; 
Only wives their husbaads follow ; 
Thus alono is duty paid. 
Strike loud the wild turmoil of drum and of gong! 
Receive him, ye gods, in your glorious throng — 
Receive him in garments of burning array'd ! " 



Harsh their words, and unavailing ; 

Swift she threaded through the quire, 
And with arms outstretjjh'd, unquailing 

Leap'd into the crackling fire. 
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But the deed alone sufficeth — 

Robed in might and majesty, 
From the pile the god ariseth 
With the ransom'd one on high. 
Divinity joys in a sinner repenting, 
And the lost ones of earth, by immortals relenting. 
Are wafied on pinions of fire to the sky ! 

A. M. 



bv Google 



THE TREASÜEE-SEEEER. 

I. 
Masy weary days I suffer'd, 

Sick of heart and poor of purse ; 
Eiches are the greatest blessing — 

Poverty the deepest curse ! 
Till at last to dig a, treasure 

Forth I went into the wood — 
" Fiend ! my soul is thine for ever ! " 

And I sign'd the scroll with blood. 



Then I drew the magic circles, 

Kindled the mysterious fire, 
Placed the herbs and bones in order, 

Spoke the incantation dire. 
Aad I so\ight the buried metal 

With a spell of mickle might — 
Sought it as my master taught me ; 

Black and stormy was the night. 
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And I saw a light appeai'ing 

In the distance, like a star ; 
When the midnight ho«r was tolling, 

Came it waxing from afar : 
Came it flashing, swift and sudden, 

As if fiery wine it were, 
Flowing from an open chalice. 

Which a beauteous boy did bear. 



And he wore a lustrous chaplet, 

And his eyes were fiill of thought. 
As he stepp'd into the circle 

With the radiance that he brought. 
And he bade me taste the goblet ; 

And I thought — " It cannot be, 
That this boy should be the bearer 

Of the Demon's gifts to me ! " 



" Taste the draught of pure existence 
Sparkling in this golden nm, 
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And no more with baieful magic 
Shalt thou hitherward return. 

Do not seek for treasures longer ; 
Let thy future speilwords be, 

Days of labour, nights of resting : 
So shall peace return to thee ! " 
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THE MINSTREL. 

"What sounds are those I hear, along 
The drawbridge sweetly stealing ? 

Within our hall I'd have that song, 
That minstrel measure, pealing." 

Then forth the little foot-page hied ; 

When he came back, the king he cried, 
" Bring in the aged minstrel ! " 

" Good-even to you, lordlings all ; 

Fair ladies all, good-even. 
Lo, star on star! Within this hall 

I see a radiant heaven. 
In hall so bright with noble light, 
'Tia not for thee to feast thy sight, 

Old man, look not around thee ! " 

lie closed his eyne, he struck his lyre 
In tones ■with passion laden, 
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Till every gallant's eye shot fire, 
And down look'd every maiden. 

The king, enraptured with his strain, 

Held out t« him a golden cha,in, 
In guerdon of his harping. 

"The golden chain give not to me, 
For noble's breast its glance is. 

Who meets and beats thy enemy, 
Amid the shock of lances. 

Or give it to tiy chancellere — 

Let him its golden burden bear, 
Among his other burdens. 

" I sing as sings the bird, whose note 

The leafy bough is heard on. 
The song that falters from my throat 

For me is ample guerdon. 
Yet I'd ask one thing, an I might, 
A draught of brave wine, sparkling bright 

Within a golden beaker ! " 

The cup was brought. He drain'd its lees, 
" O draught that warms me cheerly ! 
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Bleat is the house, where gifts like these 

Are counted trifles morely, 
Lo, when you prosper, think on me, 
And thaflk your God as heartily, 

As for this draught I thank you ! " 



THE VIOLET. 

A VIOLET blossom'd on the tea, 
Half hidden from the eye, 

As fair a flower as you might see ; 
When there came tripping hy 

A shepherd maiden fair and youug, 
Lightly, lightly o'er the lea ; 

Care she knew not, and she sung 
Merrily ! 

" were I but the fairest flower, 
That blossoms on the lea ; 
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If only for one little hour, 
That she might gather me — 

Clasp me in her bonny breast ! " 
"Diought the little flower. 

" that in it I might rest 
But an hour ! " 

Lack-a-day ! Up came the lasa, 

Heeded not the violet ; 
Trod it down into the grass ; 

Though it died, 'twas happy yet. 
" Trodden down although I lie, 

Yet my death is very sweet — 
the happiness to die 
At her feet ! " 
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SEVEN SLEEPERS OF EPHESIJS. 

Six young men of Ctesar's household 
Fled before their master's anger ; 
As a. god he claim'd their worship, 
Though a sorry god was he. 
Tor an insect, ever buzzing, 
Still annoy'd him at the banquet, 
Still disturb'd his rest and pleasure. 
All the chasing of his servants 
Could not drive away tlie torment. 
Ever round the head of Oesar 
Did the angry creature hover, 
Threatening with its poison'd sting : 
Still it flew, and swiftly circling 
Made confusion at the table, 
Messenger of BaalzebuL, 
The infernal Lord of flies. 
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" Ha ! " — so spake the youüia together — 
" He a God that fears an insect ! 
Can a God he thus molested 1 
Does a God, like wretched mortals, 
Feast and revel at the hanquet t 
Nay ! to Him, the one, the only, 
Who the sun and moon created, 
Who hath made the stars in glory, 
Shall we henceforth bend the knee ! " 

So they spake, and left the palace, 
Left it in their trim apparel ; 
By a shepherd led, they hasten'd 
To a cave was in the mountain, 
And they all went gliding in. 
And the shepherd's dog came aft«r. 
Though they strove to drive him from them ; 
Thrust himself toward his master, 
Licked their hands in dumb entreaty, 
That he might remain their fellow ; 
And lay down with them to sleep. 

But the wrath of Oesar kindled, 
When he knew that they had left him ; 
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THE SEVEN SLEEPERS OP EPHESUS, 

All his former love departed, 
All his thought was vengeance only. 
Out in quest he sent his people, 
Traced them to the mouataia-hollow. 
Not to fire nor sword he doom'd them ; 
But he bade great stones be lifted 
To the entrance of the cavern ; 
Saw it fasten'd up with mortar ; 
And so left them in their tomb. 

But the youths lay calmly sleeping ; 
And the angel, their protector, 
Spake before the throne of glory ; 
" I have watch'd beside the sleepers. 
Made them turn in slumber ever. 
That the damps of yonder cavern 
Should not cramp their youthful limbs; 
And the rocks around I've open'd. 
That the sun at rising, setting, 
May give freshness to their cheeks. 
So they lie in rest and quiet, 
In the bliss of happy dreams." 
So they lay ; and still, beside them, 
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Lay the dog in peacefiil slumber, 
Never whimpering in his sleep. 



Years came on, and years d 
Til! at last the young men waken'd ; 
And the wall, so strongly fasten'd, 
Now had fallen into ruin. 
Crumbled by the touch of agea. 
Then lamblichus, the youngest, 
And the goodliest of them all. 
Seeing that the shepherd trembled. 
Said, " I pray you now, my brothers, 
Let me go to seek provision ; 
I have gold, my life I'll venture. 
Tarry til! I bring you bread," 
Ephesus, that noble city, 
Then, for many a year, had yielded 
To the faith of the Redeemer, 
Jesus. (Glory to his name !) 

And he ran unto the city ; 
At the gate were many warders. 
Armed men on tower and turret. 
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But he pass'd them all utichalleng'd ; 
To the nearest baker's Tpent he, 
And in haste demwided bread. 

"Ha! young rogue," exclaimed thehaker, 
" Surely thou hast found a treasure ; 
That old piece of gold betrays thee! 
Give me, or I shall denounce thee. 
Half the treasure thou hast found," 

And lambliehus denied it ; 
But the baker would not listen, 
Brawling till the watch came forward. 
To the king they both were taken; 
And the monarch, like the baker. 
But a higher right asserting, 
Claina'd to share the treasure too. 

But at last the wondrous story, 
Which the young man told the monarch, 
Proved itself by many tokens. 
Lord was he of that same palace. 
Whither he was brought for judgment; 
For he show'd to them a pillar. 
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Ill the which, a stone when loosen'd 
Led unto a treasure ehamhei', 
Heap'd with gold and eostlj- jewels. 
Straightway came in haste his kindred, 
AH his clan eame thronging round him, 
Eager to advance their olaim ; 
Each was nearer than the other. 
And lamblichns, the blooming, 
Young in fece, and form, and feature, 
Stood an ancestor among them. 
All bewilder'd heard he legends 
Of his son and of his grandsons, 
Fathers of the men before him. 
So amazed he stood and listen'd. 
Patriarch in his early manhood ; 
While the crowd around him gather'd, 
Stalwart men, and mighty captains, 
Him, the youngest, to aeltnowledge 
As the founder of their race ! 
And one token with another 
Made assurance doubly certain ; 
None eoidd doubt the wondrous story 
Of himself and of his comrades. 

3* 
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Shortly, to the cave returning, 
King and people all go with him, 
And they saw him enter in. 
But no more to king or people, 
Did the Chosen reappear. 
For the Seven, who long had tarried — 
Nay, but they were eight in number, 
Tor the faithful dog was with them — 
Thenceforth from the world were sundei 
The moat blessed angel Gabriel, 
By the will of God Almighty, 
Walling up the cave for ever. 
Led them unto Paradise. 
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THE CASTLE OH THE MOUHTAIlf. 

There stands an ancient castle 
On yonder mountain height, 

Where, fenced with door and portal, 
Once tarried steed and knight. 

But gOBe are door and portal, 
And all is hush'd and still ; 

O'er ruin'd wall and rafter 
I clamber as I will. 

A collar with many a mintage 
Once lay in yonder nook ; 

Where now are the cellarer's flagons, 
And where is his jovial look? 

No more he sets the beakers 

For the guests at the wassail feast ; 

Nor fills a flask from the oldest cask 
For the duties of the priest. 
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THE CASTLE ON THK MOUNTAIN. 

No more he gives on the stwrcase 
The stoup to the thirsty squires, 

And a hurried thanks for the hurried gift 
Receives, nor more requires. 

For bum'd are roof and rafter. 

And they hang berimed and black ; 

And stair, and hall, and chapel, 
Are tum'd to dust and wrack. 

Yet, as with song and cittern, 

One day when the sun was bright 

I saw my love ascending 

The slopes of yon rocky height ; 

From the hush and desolation 

Sweet fancies did unfold, 
And it seem'd as they had come back again, 

The jovial days of old. 

As if the stateliest chambers 

For noble guests were spread. 
And ont from the prime of that glorious time, 

A youtb a maiden led. 
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THK CASTLE OB THB MDUKTAIS. 

And, standing in the chapel, 
The good old priest did say, 

" Will J e wed with one another 1 " 
And we smil'd and we answer'd " Yea 

We sung, and our hearts they bounded 
To the thrilling lays we s«ng, 

And every not« was doubled 
By the echo's catching tongue. 



And when, as 

The hush grew deep and still, 
And the setting sun looked upward 

On that great castled hill ; 

Then far and wide, like lord and bride. 
In the radiant light we shone — 

It sank; and again the ruins 
Stood desolate and lone ! 
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THE \TATER-IAI. 

mot be daimed as ooe of Goethe's original compo- 
r a Teiy closa trauslatiou of an old Daoish ballad, 
" The M«r-man, and Maratig's Daughter." As, however, 
in all tbe collections, and has often bten quoted as a 
lUTourable specimen of Goethe's skill io assuming the Bimple strle 
of the popular Northern ballads, we hare deemed it adTisable to 



" Oh, mother ! rede me well, I pray ; 
How shall I woo me yon winsome May 1 " 

She has built him a horse of tiie water clear, 
The saddle and bridle of sea-sand were. 

He has donn'd the garb of a koight so gay, 
And to. Mary's Kirk he has ridden away. 

He tied his steed to the chancel door. 

And hestepp'd round the Kirk three times and fitui. 
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He has boune him into the Kirk, and all 
Drew near to gaze on him, great and small. 



The priest he was standing in the quire ; — 
" What gay young gallant eom.ea branking h 



The winsome maid, to herself said she, 

" Oh, were tiiat gay young gallant for me ! ' 



He stepp'd o'er one stool, he stepp'd o'er two ; 
" Oh, maiden, plight me thine oath so true ! " 



He stepp'd o'er three stools, he stepp'd o'er four ; 
" Wilt be mine, sweet May, for e 



She gave him her hand of the drifted snow — 
" Here hast thou my troth, and with thee I'll go." 



They went from the Kirk with tJie bridal train. 
They danced in glee, and they danced fiall fein ; 



They danced them down to the salt-sea strand. 
And they left them standing there, hand in hand. 
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" Now wait thee, love, with my steed so fre€ 
And the bonniest bark I'll bring for thee," 



And when they passed to the white, white sand, 
The ships came sailing on to the land ; 



But when they were out in the midst of the sound, 
Down went they all in the deep profound ! 



Long, long on the shore, when the winds were hi. 
They heard from the waters the maiden's cry. 



I rede ye, damsels, as best I can — 
Tread not the dance with the Water-Man ! 
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THE DANCE OF DEATH. 

The warder looked down at the dead of night 
On the graves where the dead were sleeping, 

And, clearly as day, was the pale moonlight 
O'er the q^uiet churchyard creeping. 

One after another tlie gravestones began 

To heave and to open, and woman and man 
Kose up in their ghastly apparel ! 

Ho, ho for the dance ! — and the phantoms outsprung 

In skeleton roundel advancing. 
The rich and the poor, and the old and the young. 

But the winding-sheets hinder'd their dancing. 
No shame had these revellers wasted and grim, 
So they shook off the cerements from body and limb, 

And scattered them over the hillocks. 

They crooked their thigh bones, and they shook their 
long shanks, 
And wild was their reeling and limber ; 
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And eftch bone as it crosses, it ciinlts and it clanlis, 
Like tlie clapping of timbcr on timber. 

The warder lie laughed, tho' his laugh was not loud ; 

And the Fiend whispered to him — " Go, steal me the 
shroud 
Of one of these skeleton dancers." 

Tie has done it ! and backward with terrified glance, 
To the sheltering door ran the warder ; 

A.S calm as before looked the moon on the dance, 
Which they footed in hideous order. 

But one and another retiring at last, 

Slipped on their white garments and onward they 
passed, 
And a hush settled over the greensward. 

Still, one of tJiem stumbles and tumbles along, 

And taps at each tomb that it seizes ; 
Bat 'tis none of its mates who has done it this 
wrong, 

Tor it scents its grave-clothes in the breezes. 
It shakes tte tower gate, but that drives it away, 
For 'twas nailed o'er with crosses — a goodly array — 

And well was it so for the warder ! 
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THE DANCE OF DEATH. 67 

It must have its shroud — it must have it betimes — 

The i^uaiat Gothic carving it catches ; 
And upwards from story to story it climbs, 

And scrambles with leaps and with snatches. 
Now woe to the warder, poor sinner, betides ! 
Like a spindle-legged spider the skeleton strides 

From buttress to buttress, still upward ! 

The warder he shook, and the warder grew pale. 
And gladly the shroud would have yielded ! 

The ghost had its clutch on the last iron rail, 
Which the top of the watch-tower shielded. 

When the moon was obscured by the rush of a cloud, 

One! thundered the hell, and unswathed by a 
shroud, 
Down went the gaunt skeleton crashing ! 
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THE FAIREST FLOWER. 



THE EARL. 

I KNOW a floweret passing fair, 
And for its loss I pain me ; 

Fain would I hence to seek its lair, 
But for these bonds that chain me. 

Ah, heavy, heavy is my cheer, 

For till I came a prisoner here, 
That flower was ever near me. 

All round the castle's beeüing steep, 

I let my glances wander ; 
But cannot from, the dizzy keep 

Descry it, there or yonder. 
Oh, he who'd bring it to m.y sight, 
Or were he knave, or were he knight, 

Should be my friend for ever ! 
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i FAJÄK8T FLOWER. 



I blossom bright thy lattice near, 
And hear what thou hast spoken; 

Bs me— brave, iH-staired cavalier — 
The Kose, thou wouldst betoken ! 

rhj" spirit spurns the base, the low, 

And 'tis the queen of flowers, I know, 
That in thy bosom reigneth. 

THE EARL. 

All honour to thy purple cheer, 
From swathes of verdure blowing ; 

Well may'st thou be to maidens dear, 
As gold or jewels glowing. 

Thy wreaths adorn the fairest face, 

Yet art thou not the flower, whose grace 
In solitude I pine for. 



A haughty place usurps the rose, 
And haughtier still doth covet; 

But where the lily meekly blows, 
Some gentle eye will love it. 
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THE FAIEBST FLOWEK, 



ThB heart that's warm and fond and true, 
And pure as mine, when bathed in dew, 



Ah, pure and true of heart am I, 
And free from sinftii failing, 

Yet must I here a captive lie. 
My loneliness bewailing. 

I see the symbol fair in you 

Of many maidens pure and true. 
Yet know a something dearer, 

THE CARNATION. 

That may thy warder's garden show 
la me, the bright carnation. 

Else would the old man tend me so 
With loving adoration ? 

In perfect round my petala meet, 

And lifelong are with scent replete, 
And with the loveliest colour. 

The sweet carnation none may slight. 
It is the gardener's pleasure ; 
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Now he unfolds it to the light, 

Not shields from it his treasure. 
But no — the Sower for which I pant, 
No rare, no brilliant charms can vaunt, 
'Tis ever meek and lowly. 



Concealed and drooping I retreat, 
Nor willingly had spoken, 

But now my silence, since 'tis meet, 
It shall at length he broken. 

If I be that which fills thy thought, 

How must I grieve, that 1 may not 
To thee waft all my odours ! 



I love the violet, indeed, 

So modest in perfection, 
So gently sweet — yet more I need. 

To soothe my heart's dejection. 
To thee alone the truth I'll speak, 
Not on this rock, so bare and bleak, 

Is to be found my darling. 
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Earth's truest wife, in yonder glen, 

Is wandering by the river ; 
mi I, her lord, am free again, 

She'll sigh and weep for ever. 
When a blue floweret by that spot 
She plucks, and says — fokget-me-not, 

Here in my cell I feel it. 

Ves, when two hearts are twined, love's might 

Is felt, what«'er the distance ; 
So I, within tiiia dungeon's night, 

Cling ever to existence. 
And when my heart is nigh distraught, 
If I but say — porget-me-not, 

Hope hums again within me ! 
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Hear me, Brama, bending lowly ! 

All from the« derive their being ; 
Therefore art thou just and holy ! 

Is it, Lord, of thy deereeing, 
That the Brahmins, high-estated. 

Only should thy bounty gather, 

Only dare to call thee, Father, 
When us too thou hast created? 

We are noble. Lord, in nothing ! 

Woe, and want, and labour pain us ; 
What all others shun with loathing, 

Is the food that must sustain us. 
When the scorn of caste is loudest, 

All we'd bear without repining, 
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THE PARI AH. 

Were thy face toirard us shining, 
For thou canst rebuke the proudest. 

Therefore, Lord, hear my entreaty ! 

Raise me frorei this foul defilement, 
Or a Saviour send, in pity, 

For the work of reconcilement. 
Didst thou not a Bayaderö 

Lift from wretchedness to glory 1 

Yea, we Pariahs have a story, 
Giving comfort to the weary. 



Water from the sacred Ganges, 
To bring water from the rn er, 
Goes the noble Brahmin's wife. 
She was chaste, and pure, and lovely ; 
High, immaculate, and honoured, 
And of sternest justice he. 
Daily from the sacred river 
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THE PARIAH. 

Does sho fetch the pleasant water ; 
Not in pitcher nor in vessel, 
Tor she hath no need of these. 
Rises of itself the water, 
Rolled into a ball of crystal, 
To the stainless heart and hand 
{Such the power of perfect virtue 
Innocence without a shadow). 
And she bears it to her home. 

This day comes she in the mominj 
Praying, to the flood of Ganges, 
Bending lightly o'er the stream ; 
■niere she sees, as in a mirror, 
From the heaven above reflected. 
Floating in the liquid ether, 
Such a glorious apparition ! 
Image of a youth, created 
By the thought of the Almighty, 
As a form of perfect beauty. 
On the wondrous vision gazing, 
Feels she straight a new sensation 
Thrill throughout her inmost being ; 
Fascinated still she lingers. 
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Lingers with a secret longing ; 
Wishes it would pass, but ever 
Floats the image back again. 
In amazement, in confusion, 
Stoops Bhe to the flowing Ganges, 
Trying, with her trembling fingers, 
From the stream a ball to fashion. 
But alas, the spel! is broken ! 
For the holy water shuns her. 
Seems to shrink as she approaches, 
Whirling swiftly from her hands. 



s drop her arms, she totters ; 
Scarce her tainting limbs can be-ar her. 
Scarce she knows the pathway homewards ; 
Shall she Sy, or shall she tarry "! 
Thought forsakes her ; help and counsel 
Are to her that day denied. 

So she comes before her husband. 
And he looks — his look is judgment ! 
Silently the sword he seizes, 
Leads her to the hill of terrors, 
Where adulterers meet their doom. 
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How can she, the wife, resist him 1 
What extenuatioti offer. 
Guilty, knowing not her crime'? 

With the bloody sword yet dripping, 
Homeward to his silent dwelling 
Went the inexorable man. 
Then his son came forth to meet him — 
" Whose that blood t father, father ! " 
" Blood of an adulteress ! " " Never t 
On the blade it has not stiffeaed, 
As adulterous blood would do. 
Tresh as from the wound 'tis running. 
Mother, mother ! O come hither ! 
Unjust was my father never. 
What is this that he hath done? " 

" Boy, be silent ! hers the blood is ! " 
" Whose 1 " " Be silent ! " "0 my mother ! 
Is it then my mother's blood 'i 
What's her crime t I will be answer'd ! 
Say, what evil hath she done t 
Here— the sword ! — Lo, now I grasp it ! 
Thou mighUt slay thy wife unchallenged. 
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But my mother shalt tiiou not ! 
Wives through fire their huslands follow, 
Children must avenge Üieir mothers ! 
As the flames unto the widow, 
Is the sword unto the son ! " 

" Hold thy hand ! " exchumed the father, 
" Yet there's time ; O hasten, hasten ; 
Join the head unto the body. 
Touch it with the sword of vengeance, 
And she'll follow thee alive ! " 

Rushing, breathless — what beholds he, 
Stretched upon the hill of terror? 
Bodies of two slaughter'd women. 
And their heads are lying near. 

Half distracted, blind, and dizzy, 
His dear mother's head he seizes. 
Does not even stay to kiss it, 
Joins it to the nearest body : 
Pointing then the sword of vengeanc«, 
Piously completes the spell. 
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Eiscth straight a ghastly figure ! 
From the dear ups of his mother, 
Sweet as ever, nowise altered, 
Comes this terrible bewail : 

" Son, son ! what fatal rashness ! 
Yonder lies thy mother's body, 
Near it is the head polluted 
Of a wretched woman, victim 
To the just avenging sword. 
Me hast thou in hideous irnion 
Blent for ever with her body ! 
Wise in will, but wild m doing, 
Must I move among the spirits. 
Yea, that godlike apparition. 
Which the eye might blameless look on. 
Which the brain might blameless think on, 
To the heart becomes a torment, 
Stirring passionate desire ! 

" Still that image must beset me 1 
Sometimes rising, sometimes ialling. 
Sometimes bright, and sometimes darken'd, 
Such is mighty Brama's will. 
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lie it was who sent the vision, 

Floating on its angel pinions, 

Radiant face and form so graceful, 

God-ereatcd ia its beauty, 

For mj trial and temptation ; 

Since from heaven we may be tempted. 

If the Gods decree it so. 

So must I, a sad Brahmina, 

With my head to heaven pertaining, 

Feel the gross and earthly passion 

Of the Pariah evermore! 

" Go, my son, unto thy father ! 
Be of comfort ! Let no penance. 
Dull remorse, or hope of merit, 
Through a weary expiation. 
Drive him to the wilderness. 
Go ye forth among the people, 
And, so long as speech remaineth, 
Tell, O tell the meanest creature. 
That him also Brama hears ! 

" For with Him there is no meanness. 
In His sight are all men equal. 
Be he leper, be he outcast. 
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Be he sunk in want and sorrow, 
Be he desolate, heart-broken, 
Be he Brahmin, be he Pariah — 
Whosoever prays for mercy, 
He shall have it, he sliall find it, 
When he turns his face to heaven. 
Thousand eyes are watehiiig yonder, 
Thousand ears are ever listening, 
Everything to God is known. 

" When I pass before his footstool, 
Me beholding, thus distorted 
By a vile transfiguration, 
Surely will the Father pity. 
Yet my curse may be a blessing, 
Unto you, my son, and many. 
For, in humble adoration. 
Meekly shall I strive to utter. 
What the higher sense inspires ; 
Then, in frenzied adjuration. 
Shall I tell him all the passion. 
That is raging in this bosom. 
Thought and impulse, will and 
Mystery of mysteries ! " 
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Mighty Brama ! I adore thee, 
Maker thou of all creation ; 

And 1 dare to come before thee, 
With my lowly supplication. 

No respect for raw thou showest, 

Giving unto each a token, 
E'en to us, the meanest, lowest, 

Are the ^vo^d3 of comfort spoken. 

ITiou hast heard that woman's story, 
Thou hast heard her cruel sentence. 
Lord ! that art enshrined in glory. 
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TEE CAVALIER'S CHOICE. 

Thih lirelj little ballad occnra in one of Goethe's Operas, Terj 
charming compoaitions, which probably are less read than they 
deserve. It is not sllogetber origiDal, being evidently founded on 
a popular Scottish ditty, oalled indiscriminately " Captun Wed- 
dechum's Conclship," or " The Laird of Roelin'a Daoghter," in 
which precisely the same questions are propounded and answered. 
Truth compels us to say that, in point of merit, the superiority 
lies with the Scottisb bullad. This being a case of disputed prop- 
eri)y, or rather commonly, the translator has allowed himself more 
license in rendering than bas been used in any other instance in 
the present collection. 

It was a gallant cavalier 

Of honour and renown, 
And all to seek a ladye-loye 

He rode from town to town. 
Till at a widow-woman's door 

He drew the rein so free ; 
For at her side the knight espied 

Her comely daughters three. 
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THB CAVALIER S CHOICE. 

Well might he gaze upon them, 
For they were fair and tall ; 

Ye never have seen fairer nwds. 
In bower nor yet in hall. 

Small marvel if the gallant's heart 
Beat quicker in his breast: 

Twas hard to choose, and hard to lose- 
How might he wale the best? 

" Now, maidens, pretty maidens mine, 

Who'l! rede me riddles three? 
And she who answers best of all 

Shall be mine own ladye ! " 
I ween they blush'd as maidens do. 

When such rare words they hear — 
" Now speak thy riddles, if thou wilt. 

Thou gay young cavalier ! " 

What's longer titan the longest path "i 

First tell ye that to me ; 
And tell me what is deeper yet, 

Than is the deepest sea ? 
And tell mo what is louder far, 

Than is the loudest horn 1 
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THE CATAHfiKS CHOICE. 

And tell me what hath sharper point, 
Than e'en the sharpest thorn 1 

" And tell me what is greener yet, 

Than greenest grass on hill 1 
And tell me what is crueller 

Than a wicked woman's wiU 1 " 
The eldest and the second maid, 

They mus'd and thought awhile ; 
But the youngest she looked upward, 

And spoke with merry smile : 

"O, loYe is surely longer fer, 

Than the longest paths that be ; 
And hell, they say, is deeper yet. 

Than is the deepest sea ; 
The roll of thunder is more loud, 

Than is the loudest horn ; 
And hunger it is worse to bear 

Than sharpest wound of thorn ; 

"The copper sweat is greener yet, 
Than is thi; grass on hill ; 
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And the foul fiend he is cruellei 

Than any woman's will ! " 
He leapt so lightly from his steed, 

He took her by the hand ; 
" Sweet maid, my riddles thou hast read, 

Be lady of my land ! " 

The eldest and the second maid, 

They pondered and were dumb, 
And there, perchance, are waiting yet 

Til! another wooer come. 
Then, maidens, take this warning word, 

Be neither slow nor shy. 
But always, when a lover speaks, 

Look kindly, and reply. 
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AN AUTUMN HIGHT'S DREAM. 

Come, list, and die tale of & Count I will sing, 
Who dwelt in the eastle up here, sirs. 

Where to-night the old rafters so merrUy ring, 
As we taste of his grandson's good cheer, sirs. 

The Count had been long in the Saracen land. 

And well knew the Moslem his terrible brand; 

When he sprung from his steed at his gateway, and 
scann'd 
The home of hia fathers, the walls they were there, 
But of servants and furniture empty and bare. 

*' So, so ! my good Count, now you're fairly at home, 
Matters look rather chilly and scowling ; 

The winds at their will through the windows roam. 
From chamber to corridor howling. 

A cheery look out on a wild autumn night ! 

Well ! I've spent many such in more dolorous plight, 

But still came the morning, and all was made right ! " 
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So down on a, truckle he laid him, and soon 

He was dropping to sleep by the light of the moon. 

For a while all was silent ; but hark ! what is that 1 

Like a scratching his truckle bed under ! 
"Oh, it's only the stir of some foraging rat; 

If he hunts up a crumb there, I'll wonder." 
But ha ! at the feet of the travel-tired knight, 
What is standing now 'i Lo ! 'tis the tiniest wight, 
A smart little dwarf, with a lamp for a light, 

Long beard, and keen eyes with a glittering gleam. ! 

The Count, if he sleeps not, to slumber doth seem. 

" To sport it up here we have always been free. 

Since the place was deserted by you so. 
And thinking you still were abroad, sir, why, we 

Had intended this evening to do so. 
And with your permission, our people will bring 
To this hall, whieh is spacious enough for a ring. 
The bonny wee bride that has wedded our king ! " 
"The hall's at your service, my small friend, for 

Said the Count, dreaming on in a quaint reverie. 
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Then into the chamber, from under the bed, 

Three cavaliers mouateil came prancing. 
And behind them a troop of small elfin-folk sped, 

To fife and to clarion dancing ; 
Then carriage on carriage, with trappmgs so gay — 
You only will see such a princely array, 
At a great monarch's court on some festival day. 
At last came the bride in a carriage of sheen. 
Encircled by nobles escorting their Queen, 

Now off through the hall they all scamper, and there 

In a twinkling they're slation'd around it ; 
So ready's each dwarf with his Liiiiput fwr, 

To frisk it, and foot it, and bound it. 
Then the fiddling, and fifing, and strumming begin, 
Such whirling, and twirling, and skirling, and din. 
Such giggling, aJid wriggling, through thick and 
through thin! 
The Count, as he looks from his truckle by fits. 
Believes he must surely be losing his wits. 

And now come a patter, and clatter, and roar 
Of chairs, and of tables, and h 
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90 



NIGHT B DREAM. 



And each mannikin straight, for the hanquet in store, 

By his sweetheart his small self intrenches. 

Then in come the sausage, the ham, and the chine, 

Roastrmeat, fish, and fowl, all so small and so fine. 

And round and round circles the hest of old wine; 

They rattle and prattle for ever so long, 

Then all disappear with a chorus of song. 

And if I'm to tell what ilirther befell, 

A truce to your shouting and laughter! 
What the Count saw in little enacted so well 

He largely partook of thereafter ; 
The trumpets, the singing, the festival gay. 
The coaches, the horsemen, the bridal array, 
The crowds of blithe vassals all thronging to pay 
To the hride her due honour ; it was so of old, 
And the same we were gladden'd this day to 
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THE PAGE AND MAID OF nOBOUß; 

OR, EFFECTS AT A DISTANCE. 

Thk Queen's in the hall where the torches are hright, 

And the courtiers at faro are playing : 
She signs to her Page — " I've forgotten to-night, 

My purse with the gold for the paying. 
Go fetch it ; my cipher it bears for a mark. 

It lies on the edge of the table." 
And forth goes the youth, through the galleries dark, 

As speedily as he was able. 

The prettiest damsel that waits on the Queen, 

Was lemonade daintily sipping, 
When, somehow or other, the goblet so green 

O'erflow'd at the touch of her lipping. 
Ah me, what a pity ! a splendid new dress 

Quite spoiled by the juice from the chalice ! 
So up rose the damsel, in utmost distress. 

And sped through the halls of the palaee. 
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The Page coming back, in a corridor dim, 

EncoTiiiter'd the fugitive maiden ; 
None knew, save Dan Cupid — 'twas patent to him — 

How tenderly both hearts were laden. 
Of course, when a meeting occurs of the kind, 

It is vain the em.otions to smother ; 
There was nobody near, mid Dan Cupid is blind ; 

So they heartily kiss'd one another. 

Then up to her chamber ascended the May, 

To pay her fresh court to the Graces ; 
While the Page to the Queen threaded deftly his way, 

Through furbelows, flounces, and laces. 
No sooner Her Majesty did him espy. 

Than, sharp as the Shebaite lady, 
The lemonade stains on his vest caught her eye ; 

She quite understood them already. 

Then beckon'd she straight to the Mistress of Court, 
" Come here, and 111 show you a wonder ; 

You lately maiatain'd more in earnest than sport. 
That the fiesh kept the spirit quite under ; 

That mystical union was only a dream. 
That nothing esists save the Real ; 
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THE PAOB AND MAID OP HONOUR. Ö3 

That the stars, in their courses, are but what they 

And their influence wholly ideal. 
" Observe, my good Countess ; there happen'd but 

A mischance to a maiden of honour ; 
And my Page, who just then vrss far distant, I vow. 

Is mark'd by the stains that are on her ! 
Now this is an evidence, startling, though new, 

Which surely should finish our quarrel, 
And as they have gain'd me the triumph o'er you 

Let them both have a change of apparel." 
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THE FALSE LOVER. 

It was a gallant wild and free. 
From France he came, this rover, 

And oft a poor young girl bad he 
Caress'd and sworn to love her. 

And fondled her, and press'd, and woo'd. 

And toy'd as bridegroom only should, 
And in the end forsook her. 

And bearing this, that mt-brown maic 
Was crazed and broken-hearted ; 

She kugh'd, and wept, and swore, and pray'd. 
And so her soul departed. 

That hour a horror fell on him, 

A crawling terror shook ea*h limb, 
And on his horse he bounded. 

With bloody spurs and visage pale. 
He dash'd on fast and fast«r, 
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THE FALSE LOVKB. 

Now here, now there, up hill, down dale. 

But no peace can he master ; 
Seven days, seven nighta, he rides amain, 
Through lightning, thunder, wind, and rain, 

And torrents fierce and swelling. 

Through lightning-iksh and tempest din 

On to a ruin rides he. 
Ties up his horse and creeps within, 

And from the storm-blast hides he; 
And as he gropes through darkness grim, 
The earth falls inward under him, 

And down— down — down, he tumbles. 

Reviving from the shock, he sees 

Three tapers faintly glancing, 
He scrambles after them, but these 

Three tapers keep advancing ; 
Sideways, along, up stairs and down. 
Through passages long, gaunt, and brown. 
And crumbling vaults they lead him. 

At once ho stands within a hall 

Where countless guests are meeting, 
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THE KING IN THULE. 

Their hollow eyes give one and all 

A grim and ghastly grcoting ; 
He sees his leman down below, 
Array'd in garments white as snow, 
She turn 



THE KING IN THULE. 

A Kino there was in Thule, 

Kept troth unto the grave ; 
The maid he loved so truly 
A goblet to him gave. 

And ever set before him 

At banquet was the cup ; 
And saddening thoughts came o'er him, 

Whene'er he took it up. 

When Death with him had spoken. 
His treasures rang'd he there, 

And all, save one dear token, 
He gifted to his heir. 
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Once more to royal wassail 
His peers he summoa'd all ; 

Around were knight and vassal 
Throng' d in his father's hall. 

Then rose the grand old Rover, 
Again the cup drain'd he, 

And bravely flung it over 
Into the welt'ring sea. 

He saw it flashing, falling, 
And settlmg in the main, 

Heard Death unto him calling — 
He aever drank again ! 
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THE MAGICIAN'S APPRENTICE. 

HuzzAH, huzzah ! His back is fairly 

Turned about, the wizard old ; 
And I'll now his spirits raroly 

To my will and pleasure mould ! 
His spells and orgies — ha'n't I 

Marked tbem all aright 1 
And I'll do wonders, sha'n't I? 
And deeds of mickle might» 
Hear ye ! hear ye ! 
Hence ! your spritely 
Office rightly, 
Featly showing I 
Toil, until with water clear, ye 
Fill the bath to overflowing ! 

Ho, thou battered broomstick ! take ye 
This old seedy coat and wear it — 

Ha, thou household dradge ! I'll make ye 
Do my bidding ; ay, and fear it 
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AFPKENTICE. 

Don of legs a pair, now ; 

A head too, for the nonce ! 
To the river there, now 
Bear the pail at once ! 

Hear ye ! hear ye ! 

Hence ! your spritely 

Office rightly, 

Featly showing ! 

Toil, until with water clear, ye 

Fill the bath to overflowing. 

See, 'tis off — 'tis at the river 

In the stream the bucket flashes ; 
Now 'tis back — and down, or ever 

You can wink, the burden dashes. 
Again, again, and quicker ! 

The floor is in a swim. 
And every stoup and bicker 
Is running o'er the brim. 
Stop, now stop ! 
You have granted 
All I wanted. 
Stop ! Od rot it ! 
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Running still ? I'm like to drop ! 
What's the word 1 I've cieaii forgot it ! 

Oh, the word, so strong and baleful, 

To make it what it was before t 
There it skips with pail on pailful — 

Would thou wert a broom once more ! 
Still new streams he scatters. 

Round and ever round me — 
Oh, a hundred waters. 

Rushing in, confound me ! 
No — no longer, 
Can I brook it ! 
I'll rebuke it ! 
Vile abortion ! 

Woe is me, my fears grow stronger, 
What grimaeing, what contortion ! 

Wilt thou, offspring of the devil, 

Drench the house in hellish funning t 

Even now, above the level 

Of the door, the water's running. 

Stop, wretch! won't you hear mel 
You for this shall pay. 
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Only you come near me ! 
Stop, broom, stop, I say ! 
Stop, I tell you, 
I'll not bear it, 
No, I swear it ! 
Let m.e cat«h you, 
And lipon the spot I'll fell you 
With my hatchet, and despatch you. 

Back it comes — will nought prevent it I 

If I only tackle to thee, 
Soon, O Kobold ! thoult repent it. 

When the ateel goes crashing thro' the& 
Bravely struck, and surely ! 

There it goes in twain ; 
Now I move securely. 
And I breatho again ! 
Woe and wonder ! 
As it parted, 
Straight up started, 
'Quipped aright. 

Goblins twain that rush asunder. 
Help, O help, ye powers of might ! 
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i THE MAGICIAN 3 APPBEKTICB. 

Deep and deeper grows the water 

On the stairs and in the hall. 
Rushing in with roar and clatter — 
Lord and master, hear me call ! 
Ah, here comes the master — 

Sore, sir, is my strait ; 

I raised this spirit faster 

Far than I can lay't, 

" BrcMjm, avauQt thee ! 

To thy nook there ! 

Lie, thou spook, there ! 

Only answer, 

When for mine own ends I want thee, 

I, the master necromancer ! " 
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DOLEFUL LAY OF THE WIFE OF ASAN AGA. 

Tma beautiful poem, purporting to be a traiiälation from the Mor 
lachian, waa firat prinled in Herder's admirable colleBtion of bal- 
lads; translated into German irom almost every Enrapean lan- 
guage^ and published under tbe title of Volkslieder. The fine 
poetic instinct of Goethe was signally displayed in this lompo- 
aition ; for.although, as Mickiewici has observed (Zfs Blaues, tome 
i, p. 32S, Paris, 1849), he had to divine the import of the poem 

of the Slavic language, he produced a perfect version, hivibg in- 
slinctively detected and avoided the faolls of the previous traoa- 

What is yon so white beside the greenwood t 
Is it snow, or flight of cygnets resting? 
Were it snow, ere now it had been molted; 
Were it swans, ere now the flock had left us. 
Neither snow nor swans are resting yonder, 
'Tis the glittering tents of Asan Aga, 
Faint he lies from wounds in stormy battle; 
There hia mother and his sisters socit him. 
But his wife hangs back for shame, and comes not. 



bv Google 



104 DOLEFUL LAV or THE WIPE Or ASAN AGA, 

When the anguish of his hurts was over, 
To his faithful wife he seat this message — 
" Longer 'neath my roof thou shalt not tarry, 
Neither in my court nor in my household. 



When the lady heard that cruel sentence, 
'Reft of sense she stood, and rack'd with 
In the court she heard the horses stamping, 
And in fear that it was Asan coming. 
Fled towards the tower, to leap and perish. 

Then in terror ran her little daughters. 
Calling after her, and weeping sorely, 
" llese are not the steeds of Father Asan ; 
Tia our uncle Pintorovich coming ! " 



And the wife of Asan turned to meet him ; 
Sobbing, threw her arms around her brother. 
" See the wrongs, O brother, of thy sist«r ! 
These five babes I hore and must I leave them ? 

Silently the brother, from his girdle, 
Draws the ready de«d of separation, 
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Wrapp'd within a crimson, silken cover. 
She is free ki seek her mother's dwelling — 
Free to join in wedlock with another. 

When the woeful lady saw the writing, 
Kiag'd she both her boys upon the forehead, 
Kiss'd OQ both the cheeks her sobbing daughters ; 
But she cannot tear herself for pity 
From the infant smiling in the cradle ! 

Rudely did her brother tear her from it, 
Deftly lifted her upon a courser, 
And in haste, towards his father's dwelling, 
Spurr'd he onward with the woeful lady. 

Short the space; seven days, but barely seven — 
Little space I ween — l)y many nobles 
Was the lady — still in weeds of mourning — 
Was the lady courted in espousal. 

Far the noblest was Imoski's cadi ; 
And the dame in tears besought her brother — 
" I adjure thee, by tlie life thou bearest, 
5* 
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lUÖ DOLEFUL LAY OF THE WIFE OF A8AN AGA. 

Give me not a second time in marriage, 
That my heart may not be rent asunder 
If again I see my darling children ! " 

Little reck'd the brother of her bidding, 

Fix'd to wed her to Imoski's cadi. 

But the gentle lady still entreats him — 

" Send at least a letter, my brother ! 

To Imoski's cadi, thus im.plormg — 

I, the youthful widow, greet thee fairly. 

And entreat thee, by this selfsame token. 

When thou comest hither with thy bridesmen. 

Bring a heavy veil, that I may shroud me 

As we pass along by Asan's dwelling, 

So I may not see my darling orphans." 

Scarcely had the cadi read the letter, 
When he call'd together all his bridesmen ; 
Boune himself to bring the lady homewards. 
And he brought the veil as she entreated. 

Jocundly they reach'd the princely mansion, 
Jocundly they bore her thence in triumph ; 
But, when they drew near to Asan's dwelling, 
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DOLEJUL LAY OF THE WIFE OF A8AN AGA. 107 

Then the children recognized their mother, 
And they cried, " Come back unto thy chamlier — 
Share the meal this evening with thy children ! " 
Then she tum'd her to the lordly bridegroom — 
" Pray thee, let the bridesmen and their horses 
Halt a little by the once-loved dwelling, 
Till I give these presents to my children." 

And they halted by the once-loved dwelling, 
And she gave the weeping children presents. 
Gave each boy a cap with gold embroider'd, 
Gave each girl a gay and costly garment. 
And with tears she left a tiny mantle 
For the helpless baby in the cradle. 

These things mark'd the father, Asan Aga, 
And in sorrow call'd he to his children — 
" Turn again to me, ye poor deserted ; 
Hard as steel is now your mother's bosom ; 
Shut so fast, it cannot throb with pity ! " 
Thus he spoke ; and when the lady heard him, 
Pale as death she dropp'd upon the pavement ; 
And the life fled from her wretehed bosom. 
As she saw her children turning from her. 
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MISCELLANEOUS POEMS. 



IGNON. 



Knowest thou the land whero tho pale citron grows, 
And the gold orange through dark foliage glows? 
A soft wind flutters from the deep-blue sky, 
The myrtle blooms, and towers the laurel high. 
Knowest thou it welU 

there with thee ! 
O that I might, my own belov'd one, flee ! 

Knowest thou the house ? On pillars rest its beams, 
Bright is its haJl, in light one chamber gleams, 
And marble statues stand, and look on me — 
What have they done, thou hapless child, to thee 1 
Knowest thou it well ? 

there with thee ! 
that I might, my lov'd protector, flee ! 
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Knowest thou the track that o'er the mountain goes, 
Where the mule threads its way through miat and 

Where dwelt in caves the dragon's ancient brood, 
Topples the crag, and o'er it roars the flood. 
Knowest thou it well t 

come with me ! 
There lies our road — oh, father, let us fiee ! 



KECTAR-DIIOPS. 

When Minerva, bent to favour 
Him she cherish'd most, Prometheus, 
Brought a chalice brinini'd with nectar 
Down from heaven, to work a blessing 
On the men he had created, 
And inspire them with devotion 
For the arts that deal with beauty j 
Fleet of foot, she clove the ether. 
That sire Jove might not espy her ; 
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HBCTAR-DB0P8. 

And the golden chalice trembled, 

And some drops — not many were they — 

Fell upon the emerald meadow. 

Came the bees, and settling swiftly, 

Suek'd their sweets with busy ardour ; 

Came the butterfly, as eager 

To imbibe a droplet also ; 

Even the unshapely spinner 

Crawl'd anear, and sucked with fervour. 

Blessed was the draught they gather'd. 
They and other tiny insects ; 
For they now, with men, contribute 
Unto Art, that highest power ! 
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PROMETHEUS. 

The following poem ia part of a fragmcntaiy drama, which Goethe 
neier completed. The metre of the original, fonned on the das- 
sieal model, has been aomewhat altered in the tranälatiOQ, for 
reasons Himilar to those which have been already assigned. 

Curtain thy heavens, thou Jove, with clouds and mist, 
And, like a, boy that moweth thistles down. 
Unloose thy spleen oa oaks and mountain-tops ; 
Yet canst thou not deprive me of my earth. 
Nor of my hut, the which thou didst not build, 
Nor of my hearth, whose little cheerful fiame 
Thou enviest me ! 

I know not aught within the universe 

More slight, more pitiful than you, ye Gods ! 

Who nurse your majesty with scant supplies 

Of offerings wrung from fear, and mutter'd prayers. 

And needs must starve, were't not that babes and 

beggars 
Are hope-besotted fools ! 
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I 12 PROMETHEUS. 

When 1 was yet a chiW, and knew not whence 
My being came, nor where to turn its powers. 
Up to the sun I bent mj wilder'd eye, 
As though above, within its glorious orb, 
There dwelt an ear to listen to my plaint, 
A heart, like mine, to pity the oppress'd. 

Who gave me succour 

Against the Utans in their tyrannous might ? 
Who rescued me from death — from slavery 1 
Thou ! — thou, my soul, burning with hallow'd fire, 
Thou hast thyself alone achieved it all ! 
Yet didst thou, in thy young simplicity, 
Glow with misguided thankfulness to him, 
That slambers on in idlesse there above ! 

I reverence thee 1 

Wherefore t Hast thou ever 

Lighten'd the sorrows of the heavy-laden 1 

Thou ever stret<Jied thy hand, to still the tears m 

Of the perplexed in spirit ? 

Was it not 

Almighty Time, and ever-during Fate^ 

My lords and thine — that shaped and fashion'd me 

Lito the MAN I am ? 
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THE GOBLET, 

Belike it was thy dream, 
That I should hate life — fly to wastes and v 
For that the buds of visionary thought 
Did not all ripen into goodly flowers 1 

Here do I sit, and mould 

Men after mine own image — 

A race that may he like unto myself, 

To suffer, weep ; to enjoy, and to rejoice ; 

And, like myself, unheeding all of thee ! 



THE GOBLET. 

In my hands I held a brimming gohlet. 
Sculptured quaintly by the carver's cunning, 
QiiafTd with eager lips the strong nepentlie, 
So at once to drown all care and anguish. 

Then came Amor in and found me sitting. 
And he smiled a smile of serious sweetness, 
Aa in pity of my foolish purpose. 
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I THE GOBLET. 

" Friend, I know a vessel nobler, fairer 
Worthy all your soul in it to Ijury ; 
Say what guerdon, if to thee I give it, 
Fill it for thee with a rarer nectar t " 

Oh, he liept his promise, and how truly ! 
Lida, when with thy dear love he bless'd me — 
Me, that for thy sake had long been pining. 

When I clasp thy beauties to my bosom. 
And from thy fond lips, so fond and faithful, 
Drink the balm of long long stored aifeetion, 
Thus entranced, I commune with my spirit. 

" No ; has never God, save Amor, fashion'd 
Vessel such as this, nor e'er possessed it! 
Forms so glorious ne'er were shaped by Vulcan, 
With his finest soul-enprompted mallet. 

" On the leaf-clad mountains may Lyteus 
With his fauns, the hoariest, the sagest, 
Cull the clusters of the daintiest savour, 
Yea, may guide the mystic fermentation, 
Draughts like this not all his skill can furnish!" 
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MAHOMET'S SOIG 

This also is a fragment of an intended drama, of which Goethe 
has described tho outliae. After an elaborate eiplanation of bis 
plan, he saja, " This sketch long occupied my mind ; for, accord- 
ing to m; custom, I was obliged to let the conception perfect it- 
self before I commenced the eiecutioa. All that genius, through 
character and intellect, can exercise over mankind, was therein to 
be represented, and what it gains and loses in the process. Sev- 
eral of the gongs to be introduced in the drama were rapidly com- 
posed ; the only one remaining of them, however, is ttie Mahotaeft 
Qeaang. This was to be sung hy All in honour of his master, at 
the apex of his success, just hefore the ohaage resulting üom the 
paiBon." 

Ho ! the spring that bursts 
From the mountain-height, 
Joyous and bright 
As the gleam.of a star ! 
High o'er the clouds 
In the rifts of the rocks, 
'Neath the bare brushwood, 
Its youth was nursed 
By spirits of good. 
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Fresh as a boy 
lie datic«8 down, 
Down from the cJouda, 
On the marble rocks, 
And back to the sky 
He shouts. 

Through the jagged clefts 
He chases the mottled stonus along, 
And, with a leader's vanward tread. 
He sweeps his brother rills 
Along with him, 

Down in the vale below 

Flowers bud beneath his tread, 

And, nourish'd by his breath. 

The meadow liTes. 

Yet shady vale detains Mm not. 

Nor any flowers that twine 

Caressing round his knees. 

And woo him with fond eyes : 

On to the plain he speeds his course, 

Winding in snaky bends. 
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MAHOMET 9 80KG, 

Streamleta nestle 
To his waters. Now he marches 
To the champaign, silver-shining, 
And the champaign shines with him, 
And the rivers of the champaign, 
And the streamlets of the moimtains, 
Shout to him, and cry out, "Brother! 
Brother, take thy brothers with thee, 
With thee to thine ancient father, 
To the eternal Ocean, 
Who with outstretch'd arms awaits us, 
Arms which, ah ! in vain are open, 
To emhrace his yearning children; 
For the hungry sand consumes us 
In the dreary desert ; yonder 
Sun drints up our blood ; a mountain 
To a marish dams usl Brother, 
Take thy brothers of the champaign, 
Take thy brothers of the mountain, 
With thee, with thee, to thy sire." 

Come, come all ! 
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Statelier. The banded rivers 
Bear their monarch high aloft! 
And, along in triumph rolling, 
Names he g^ves to regions; cities 
Grow am^n beneath his feet. 

On and ever on he rushes ; 
Spire and turret fiery-crested, 
Marble palaces, tiie creatures 
Of his wealth, he leaves, behind. 

Pine-built houses bears the Atlas 
On his giant shoulders. O'er his 
Head a thousand pennons rustle, 
Floating far upon the breezes. 
Tokens of his majesty. 

And so beareth he his brothers. 
And his treasures, and his children, 
To their primal sire expectant, 
All his bosom throbbing, i 
With a wild tumultuous joy. 
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THE ARTIST'S MOBBING SONG. 

Mr dwelling is the Muses' home — 
What matters it how small 1 

And here, withip. my heart, is set 
The holiest place of all. 

When, waken'd hy the early sun, 
I rise from slvunbers sound, 

I see the ever-living forms 
In radiance group'd around. 

I pray, and songs of thanks and praise 
Are more than half my prayer, 

With simple notes of music, tuned 
To some harmonious air. 

I bow before the altar then, 

And read, as well I may, 
From noble Homer's master-work, 

Tte lesson for the day. 
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THE AKTIST a 

He takes me to the fiirious fight, 

Where lion-warriors throng; 
Where god-descended heroes whirl 
III iron ears along. 

And ste«ds go down before the cars ; 

And round the oumljer'd wheel, 
Both friend and foe are rolling now, 

All blood from head to heel ! 

Then comes the champion of them all, 

Pelides' friend is he, 
And crashes through tlie dense array, 

Though thousands ten they be ! 

And ever smites that fiery sword 
Through helmet, shield, and mail, 

until he falls by craft divine, 
"Where might could not prevail. 

Down from the glorious pile he rolls, 
Which he himself had made, 

And foemen trample on the limba 
From which they shrank airaid. 
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Then start I up, with arms in hand, 

Wliat arms the painter bears j 
And soon along my kindling wall 

The fight at Troy appears. 

On ! on again ! ITie wrath is here 

Of battle rolling red ; 
Shield strikes on shield, and sword on helm, 

And dead men fall on dead t 

I throng into the inner press, 

Where loudest rings the din ; 
For there, around their hero's corpse. 

Fight on Ha furious kin ! 

A rescue ! reseue ! bear him hence 

Into the leaguer near ; 
Pour balsam in his glorious wounds, 

And weep above his bier ! 

And when from that hot trance I pass, 

Great Love, I feel thy charm ; 
There hangs my lady's picture near — 

A picture, yet so warm ! 
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How &ir she was, reclining there ; 

"What languish in her look ! 
How thrill'd her glance through all my frame. 

The very pencil shook. 

Her eyes, her cheeks, her lovely lips. 

Were all the world to me ; 
And in my breast 3 younger life 

Eose wild and wantonly. 

Oh! turn ^ain, and hide thee here. 

Nor fear such rude alarms; 
How could I think of battles more 

With thee within my arms ! 

But thou shalt lend thy perfect form 

To all I fashion best ; 
I'll paint the« first, Madonna-wise, 

The infent on thy breast. 

I'll paiat the« as a startled nympb. 

Myself a following faun ; 
And still pursue thy flying feet 

Across the woodland lawn. 
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THE ARTISTS 

With helm on head, like Mars, I'll lie 
By thee, the Queen of Love, 

And draw a net around us twain. 
And smile on heaven above ; 

And every god that comes shall pour 
His blessings on thy head, 

And envious eyes be far away 
From that dear marriage-bed ! 
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CUPID AS A LANDSCAPE PAISTER. 

Once I sate upon a mountain, 
Gazing on the mist before me ; 
Lilte a great grey slieet of canvass, 
Shrouding all things in its cover, 
Did it float 'twixt earth and heaven. 

Then a child appear'd beside me. 
Saying, " Friend, it is not seemly. 
Thus to gaze in idle wonder. 
With that noble breadth before thee. 
Hast thou lost thine inspiration 'i 
Hath the spirit of the painter 
Died within thee utterly i. " 

But I tum'd and look'd upon him, 
Speaking not, but thinking inly, 
" Will he read a lesson n,.w ! " 
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OtPlD AB A LANDaCAPB PAINTER. 

" Folded hands," pursued the kfant, 
" Never yet have won a triumph. 
Look ! I'll paint for thee a picture 
Such as none have seen before." 

And he pointed with his finger, 
Which like any rose was ruddy, 
And upon the breadth of vapour 
With that finger 'gan to draw. 

First a glorious sun he painted, 
Dazzling when I look'd upon it ; 
And he made the inner border 
Of tlie clouds around it golden. 
With the light rays through the masses 
Pouring down in streams of splendour. 
Then the tender taper summits 
Of the trees, all leaf tmA glitter, 
Started from the sullen void ; 
And the slopes tehind them rising, 
GraeefulJined in undulation, 
Glided backwards one by one. 
Underneath, be sure, was water ; 
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CUPID AS A LANDSOAPB PAINTER, 

And the stream was drawn so truly, 
That it seem'd to break and shimmer, 
That it seem'd as if cascading 
From the iofty rolling wheel. 

There were flowers beside the brooklet ; 
There were colours on the meadow — 
Gold and azure, green and purple, 
Emerald and bright carbuncle. 
Clear and pure he work'd the ether 
As with lapis-Iazuli, 
And the mountain in the distance 
Stretching blue and far away — 
All so well, that I, in rapture 
At the second revelation, 
Tum'd to gaze upon the painter, 
From the picture which he drew, 

" Have I not," he said, " convinced thee 
That I know the painter's secret ■? 
Yet the greatest is to come," 

Then he drew with gentle finger. 
Still more delicately pointed. 
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In the wood, about its margin, 
Where the sun within the water 
Glanced as from the clearest mir 
Such a maiden's form ! 
Perfect shape in perfect raiment, 
F^r young cheeks 'aeath glossy 
And the cheeks were of the colour 
Of the finger whence they came. 



" Child," I cried, " what wondrous master 
In his school of art hath form'd thee, 
That 80 deftly and so truly, 
From the sketch ninto the burnish, 
Thou hast finish'd such a gem 1 " 

As I spoke, a breeze arising 
Stirr'd the tree-tops in the picture, 
EufHed every pool of water, 
Waved the garments of the maiden ; 
And, what more than all amazed me. 
Her small feet took motion also, 
And she came towards the station 
Where I sat beside the boy. 
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So, when everything was moving, 
Leaves and water, flowers and raiment. 
And the footsteps of the darling — 
Think you I remain'd as lifeless 
As the rock on which I rested 1 
No, I trow— not 1 1 



THE VISIT. 

To-day I thought to steal upon my darling. 
Bat the door was closed of her apartments. 
Of a key, however, I am master ; 

ide within the doorway. 



In the salon found I not the maiden, 
Pound the maiden not within the parlour, 
But on tiptoe entering her chamber, 
There I find her, sunk in graceful slumber. 
In her robes, upon the sofa lying. 
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THE VISIT, 129 

At hor work had slumber overta'en her ; 
And the netting with the needles, rested 
'Twixt the fair hands that hung crosswise folded. 
Silently I sate me down beside her, 
And hwhile I mused, if I should wake licr. 



Awed me then the peace so sweet aud holy, 
Whieh upon her drooping eyelids rested ; 
On her lips abode a trustful quiet, 
Beauty on her cheeks, the home of beauty ; 
And the tranquil movement of her bosom, 
Show'd how innocent the heart that moved it. 
All her iimbs, so gracefully reposing. 
Lay relas'd by sleep's delicious balsam : 
There I sat enraptured, and the vision 
Curb'd the impulse I had felt to wake her, 
With a spell that close and closer bound me. 



" Oh my love," I murmur'd, " and can slumber 
Which unmasks whate'cr is false and formal, 
Can he injure thee not, nor unravel 
Ought to shake thy lover's fondest fancy ? 
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"Thy dear eyes are closed, those eyes so tendeiv— 
Eyes, which only lifted are enchantment, 
Those sweet lips, oh lips so sweet, they stir not, 
Stir not nor for speech, nor yet for kissea ! 
All unloosen'd is the magic cincture 
Of thine arms, that other whiles enclasp me, 
And the hand, the dainty sweet companion 
Of all best endearments, void of motion. 
Were my thoughts of thee delusion merely — 
Were my love for thee but self-deception, 
I must now discern the truth, when Amor 
Stands beside me thus, with eyes unbandaged." 

Long while thus I sat, with heart elated, 
Thinking of her worth and my devotion ; 
Sleeping, she with rapture so had fill'd me. 
That I did not venture to awake her. 

Placing sofUy down upon her table 

Two pomegranates and two haltblown rosebuds, 

Gently, gently glide I from the chamber. 

When she opes her eyes, my own heart's darling, 

And they rest upon my gift, with wonder 
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A NIGHT THOUGHT, 

Will she muse, how such fond token ever 
There should be, and yet her door iitiopcn'd. 

When to-night again I see my angel, 

Oh, how she will joy, and twofold pay me, 

For this tribute of my heart's devotion ! 



A NIGHT THOUGHT. 

i DO not envy you, ye joyless stars, 

Though fair ye be, and glorious to the sight — 

The seaman's hope aniidst tlie 'whelming storm, 

When help from God or man there coraeth none. 

No ! for ye love not, nor have ever loved ! 

Through the broad fields of heaven, the eternal hours 

Lead on your circling spheres unceasingly. 

How vast a journey have ye travell'd o'er. 

Since I, upon the bosom of my love. 

Forgot all memory of night or you ! 
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THE HAPPY PAIH. 

It came and went so lightly, 

That pleasant summer rain ; 
Now see, dear wife, how hrightly 

Laughs out our own domain. 
Far, far into the distance 

The eager eye can roam, 
But here is true existence, 

And here a happy home, 

Down fly the pigeons cooing, 

The pretty gracefiil things ! 
So gentle in their wooing. 

Beside the fairy springs. 
Where, gathering flowers together, 

A garland first I wove. 
In bright and sunny weather, 

For thee, my only love ! 



bv Google 



Another wreath I plaited, 

As well rememberest thou. 
That day when we were mated, 

And took the happy vow. 
The world was all before us, 

To make or choose our way ; 
And years have stolen o'er us, 

Since that most blessed day. 

The vow which then was spoken, 

A thousand times we've sealed, 
By many a tender token. 

In thicket and in field ; 
On Alpine heights we've tarried. 

Together still were we ; 
Yea, Love for us hath carried 

His torch across the sea. 

Contented and caressing, 

What could we wish for more? 
God sent a greater blessing. 

We counted three and four; 
Two more have joined the party, 

Tbe little prattling elves ! 
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But now they're strong and hearty, 
And taller than ourselves. 

That story needs no telling ; 

I see you looking down 
Ou yonder new-built dwelling. 

Amid the poplars brown. 
May all good angels guide him! 

For there our eldest sits, 
His winsome wife beside him, 

Our own beloved Fritz. 

How pleasant is the clatter, 

"Tis like a measured reel. 
As yonder falling water 

Goes foaming o'er the wheel ! 
In many a song and ditty, 

Are miller's wives called fair ; 
But none are balf so pretty 

As our dear daughter there. 

Ah yes ! I do not wonder 

Your eye should rest e'en now, 
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TeE HAPPY PAIR. 

Upon the hillock yonder, 

Where dark the fir-trees grow. 

There lie our babea together, 
Beneath the daisied sod ; 

But they have seen Our Tather, 
And pray for us to God ! 

Look up ! look up ! for, glandng, 

The glint of arms appears ; 
And sound of niusie dancing, 

Strikes full upon my ears ! 
With trophies carried o'er them, 

In freedom's battle won, 
Who walks so proud before them t 

'Tis Carl ! it is my son ! 

The Rose he loves so dearly 

Is blushing on his breast — 
Oh, wife ! what follows nearly f 

Our hero's marriage-feast ! 
Methinks I see the wedding, 

The dancers and tlie glee, 
And merriest measure treading, 

Our youngest children three ! 
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LIMITS OF HlTMANITr, 

The happy faces round lis 

Will then recall the tide, 
The Messed day that bound ua 

As bridegroom and as bride. 
Nay, tarry here and listen ! 

Ere yet the year is done, 
Our good old priest sliall christen 

A grandchild and a son. 



LIMITS OF UUMAKITY. 

When the Creator, 
The Great, the Eternal, 
Sows with indifferent 
Hand, from the rolling 
Qouds, o'er the earth, His 
Lightnings in blessing, 
I kiss the nethermost 
Hem of His garment, 
Lowly inclining 
In iuiantine awe. 
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LIMITS OF HÜMAKIT . 

For never against 

The immortals, a mortal 

May measure himself. 

Upirards aspiring, if ever 

He toucheth the stars with his foreh« 

Then do his insecure feet 

Stumble and tott«r and re«l ; 

Then do the cloud and the tempest 

Make him their pastime and sport. 

Let him with sturdy 

Sinewy limbs, 

Tread the enduring 

Firm-seated earth ; 

Aiming no liirther, than with 

The oak or the \me to compare ! 

What doth distinguish 
Gods from mankind "( 
This ! Multitudinous 
Billows roll ever 
Before the Immortals, 
An infinite stream. 
We by a billow 
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LIMITS OF HUM AK ITT. 

Are lifted — a billow 
Engulfs us — we sink, 
And are heard of no more 

A little round 
Encircles our life, 
And races unnumber'd 
Extend through the ages, 
Link'd by existence's 
Infinite eh^n. 
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fHIlISE'S SOSÖ. 

SiKe Eot thus in notes of sadness 
Of the loneliness of night ; 

No ! 'tis made for social gladness. 
Converse sweet, and love's delight. 

As to rugged man his wife is 
For his fairest half decreed, 

So dear night the half of life is, 
And the fairest half indeed. 

Who could hail the day with pleasure, 
Which but inten-upts our joys. 

Scares na from our dreams of leisure 
WitJi its glare and irksome noise ? 

But when night is come, and glowing 
Is the lamp's attcmper'd ray. 

And from lip to lip are flowing 
Love mid mirth, in sparkling play ; 
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When the fiery toy, that wildly 
Gambols in his wayward mood, . 

Calms to rest, disporting mildly, 
By some trivial gift subdued ; 

When the nightingale is trilling 
Songs of love to lovers' ears, 

Which, to hearts with sorrow thrilling. 
Seem but sighs and waken teara ; 

How, with pulses lightly bounding. 
Leaps the heart to hear the bell, 

Which, the hour of midnight sounding, 
Doth of rest and safety tell. 

Then, dear heart, this comfort borrow 
In the long day's lingering light — 

Every day hath its own sorrow, 
Gladness cometh with the night ! 
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YOUTH MD THE MILL-STREAM. 



Pkbtty brooklet, gaily glancing 

In the morning sun, 
Why so joyous in thy dancing 1 

Whither dost thou run t 
Wiiat is't lures thee to the vale? 
TcU me, if thou hast a tale. 

BROOK. 

Youth ! I was a broolclet lately, 

Wandering at my will ; 
Then I might have moved sedately ; 

Now, to yonder mill, 
Must I hurry, swift and strong, 
Therefore do I raoe along. 
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Brooklet, happy in thy duty, 

Nathless thou art free ; 
Knowest not the power of heauty 

That enchaineth me ! 
Looks the miller's comely daughter 
Ever kindly on thy water ? 



Early comes she every morning, 
From some blissful dream ; 

And, so sweet in her adorning, 
Bend^ ahovo my stream. 

Then her bosom, white as snow. 

Makes my chilly waters glow, 

YOUTH, 

If her beauty brings such gladness, 

Brooklet, unto thee, 
Marvel not if I to madness 

Should enflam^d he. 
O that I could hope to move her ! 
Once to see her is to love her. 
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TBE TOÜTU AND THB MILL-8TRBAU. 

Then careering — ah, so proudly ! 

Rusli I o'er tie wheel, 
And the meny mill speaks loudly, 

All the joy 1 feel. 
Sho'w me but the miller's daughter, 
And more swiftly flows my water. 



Nay, but, brooklet, tell me truly, 

Feelest thou no pain. 
When she smiles, aod bids tliee duly 

Go, nor turn again 1 
Hath that simple 8m.ile no cunning. 
Brook, to stay thee ia thy running t 

BEOOK. 

Hard it ia to lose her shadow. 

Hard to pass away ; 
Slowly, sadly, down the meadow, 

Uninspired I stray. 
O, if 1 might have my will, 
Back to her I'd hasten still ! 
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Brook ! my love thou corapvchendest ; 

Fare-thee-wdl awhile; 
One day, when thou hither wendest, 

May'st thou see me smile. 
Gro, and in thy gentlest feshion. 
Tell that maiden all my passion ? 



POEST. 

When men were rude, and rough, and wild, 
Jove sent down Law, and Art, and Knowledg 
To form on earth a kind of college, 
And make the savage creatures mild. 

But the poor Virtues, when, they came, 
Had nought to hide their nakedness, 
Till Poesy the lack supplied, 
And clothed them in her seemliest dress. 
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THE WANDERER. 



Young woman, may 

God'a blessing be upon thee, 

And on the suckling babe 

Upon thy breast ! 

Suffer me, here against the clifF, 

Under the elm-tree's shade, 

To lay my knapsack down, 

And rest awhile beside thee. 



What business sends thee here, 
Under the noonday heat, 
Along the dusty road 1 
Wares from the city bring'st thou, 
To sell about the country ? 
Thou smilest at my question? 



Wares from the city bring I n 
The evening air grows cool, 
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146 



I pray you, fair young wife, 

Show me the spring where you drink. 



You see the track there up the rocks, 
Follow it. Eight through the thicket, 
'Twill lead you along to the cottage ; 
There do I dwell ; — to the spring, 
Where I drink. 



Signs of man's constructive hand 
Among the bushes ' Nature, tho«. 
Who dost with proiligality profuse, 
Scatter thy handiworks ahroad, 
Didst nc^ei join these stones! 

WOUAK. 

Still higher up ! 



An architrave half buried in the moss ! 
Man's shaping spirit has been busy here ; 
It has impress'd its seal upon the stone. 
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THB WANDBKER. 
WOMAN, 

On, stranger, farther still ! 



Lo! An inscription 'neath my weary feet! 
Not to be read ! Ye have departed, too, 
Yc deeply-graven characters, that should 
Have testified your master's piety 
To thousand generations yet to come. 



You startle, stranger, 
At these old stones ? There a 
Many more such up yonder, 
Close to my cottage. 



Up there ? 

WOMAN. 

Yes.— Turn to the left. 

And hold through the bmshwooil ! Here ! 



Ye Muses and ye Graces ! 
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This is my cottage 



Down at tlie sido there 

Bubbles the spring, where I drink. 



On tiame-tipp'd wings 
Thou hoverest o'er thy grave, 
Oh Genius ! Oh thou Immortal, 
Above thee, tumbled in ruins. 
Thy masterpiece lies ! 



Wait, and I will fetch 

A cup, tbat thou mayest drink, 

WANDERER. 

Around thy slender symmetry divine, 
The ivy hath & garment wound. 
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TUB WANDERER. 1^ 

Twin pillars, how ye lift 

Your heads from out the wreck ! 

And thou, looe sister yonder, how dost thou, 

With dusky lichen on thy sacred, brows, 

Look down, majcstical in grief, 

Ufion the shatter'd fragments, at thy feet. 

Which were thy sisters once! 

Beneath the bramble's shade they lie. 

With dust and rubbish strewn. 

And over them the long rank spear-grass wave 

Nature, is't thus thou prizest 

Thy masterpiece's masterpiece ? 

Dost thou, without relenting or remorse, 

Thy sanctuary thus in ruins lay, 

And sow it with the thistle and the thorn? 

WOMAN, 

How the boy sleeps ! 

Wilt rest within the cottage ? 

Or wilt thou, stranger, rather here 

Sit in the open air ? 

'Tis cool ! Here, take my boy, 

Whilst I go fetch the water. 

Sleep on, my darling, sleep ! 
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Delicious is thy rest. 
Bathed in eolcstial health, 
How trsmquilly he breathes ! 
Thou, who hast, amid the relics 
Of the sacred past, been bom, 
May its spirit dwell with thee ! 
He, who is by it eaviron'd, 
Will, with pulses like a God's, 
Taste of joy through all his days. 
Thou pregnant germ, bloom on. 
The bright and golden Spring's 
Incomparable gem, 
Outshining all thy mates ! 
And when thy wither'd petals drop, 
Oh, from thy bosom then, 
May the rich fruitage rise, 
And ripen 'gainst tlie sun ! 

WOMAN. 

God bless him ! Is he still asleep? 
Nothing have I, except a piece of bread, 
With the fresh draught to offer you. 
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THE WANDERER, 
WAHDEREK. 

Thanks, thanks ! 

How glorious are 

The blossoms and the verdure everywher 



My husband from the field will soon be home. 
Stay, friend, and join us at our eveniog meal. 



WANDERE K. 

And you dwell here 1 



Yes, here; within these walls. 

It was my &ther, who the cottage built, 

Of tiles and stones got from the ruins here. 

And here we dwell. 

He gave me to a husbandman, 

And died within our arms. 

And have you had a dainty sleep, my sweet ? 

now frolicsome he is, and ftill of play ! 

Ha, rogue ! 
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WAKDBRER. 

Oh, ever-budding Nature, tliou 

Dost frame all creatures to enjoy their life, 

And all thy children, with maternal care, 

Hast dower'd with an inheritance, a home. 

High on the sculptured frieze the swallow builds, 

Unconscious of the ornament she hides ; 

The caterpillar weaves her coil 

Around the golden bough, 

To make a winter lodgment for her brood ; 

And, 'midst the glorious ruins of the past. 

Dost thou, oh man, for thy necessities 

A cottage rear, and spend thy days in peace, 

With graves beneath thy feet ! 

Thou happy wife, farewell ! 

WOMAN. 

Thou wilt not stay ? 

WANDERBR. 

God keep thee, bless thy boy ! 

WOMAN. 

Grood luck attend thee ! 
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TBS WANDERER. 
WANDESBE, 

Whither leads the path 
Across the moimtaiii yonder 1 

WOMAN. 

To Cuma. 



And how far off b that 1 



WOMAN. 

'Tis good three miles. 



Farewell ! 

Oh Nature, guide ray steps ! 
The stranger's wandering steps, 
Where they may tread on graves 
Of bygone days, that wear. 
Transfigured in the miata of time, 
A semblance nigh divine ! 
Oh lead him onward to some sheltered spot, 
Tenced from the icy Nortli, 
And where a stir of leaves 
7» 
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Averts the noonday beam ! 

And when at eve I come, 

Ba*k to m.y cottage home, 

Which the sun's parting rays have tipp'd with 

gold. 
May such a wife be there, to welcome mo, 
My hoy upon her arm ! 



SPIRITS OVER THE WATERS. 

The soul of man, 

It is like water ; 

From heaven it cometh, 

To heaven it mounteth, 

And then again, 

Stjll interchanging 

Evermore, returns to earth. 
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OP THE SPIEITa OVER THE WATERS. 

Aloft it shoots, 
A star in brightness, 
From the beetling 
Wall of rock. 
Then in waves 
Of graceful yapour, 
On the glistening 
Basalt, dustlike 
Falls, and touched, and 
Touching lightly. 
Like a veil 

It showers down, softly- 
Whispering, to its craggy base. 

Rocks rise up, 

To stem hack the torrent. 

And madly from steep to steep 

Headlong it dashes. 

Plunging in foam 

To the whirling abyss. 

Anon with murmurs low 
It winds and wimples on. 
Along the meadowy vale, 
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And in the unruffled lake, 
Heaven's stars their fä<;«s all 
Contemplat«, and are glad. 

Wind is the water's 
Favourite paramour ; 
Wind stirs the waves up 
In foam from the deeps, 

Man's spirit, oh how like 
Art thou to tbe water ! 
Man's destiny, how like 
Art thou to the wind ! 
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GAHYMEDE. 

Oh, what a glow 

Around me in morning's 

Blaze thou difRisest, 

Beautiful spring ! 

With the rapture of love, but 

Intenser, and deeper, and sweeter, 

Nestles and creeps to my heart 

The sensation divine 

Of thy fervour eternal. 

Oh, thou Tinspeakahly fair ! 

Oh, in this arm 

That I might enfold thee! 



Alas ! on thy bcraom 

I lay me, I pine, 

And thy flowers, and thy greensward 

Are press'd to my heart. 

Thou coolest the fiery 

Thirst of my bosom. 
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GANTMEDX. 

Dear Ijreeze of morn t 

Bear'st me the nightingale's 

Fond adjuration, 

Torth from the mists of the vale ! 

I come, I am coming ! 

Where art thou "i oh where 1 

Aloft ! thou art tJiere ! 

See, where they sweep down, 

The clouds, how they bend down, 

Inclining to answer 

The yearning of love ! 

Come to me ! come ! 

Up to your bosom 

Bear me on high ! 

Embraced and embracing 

Up to thy bosom, 

All-loving Sire ! 
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THE MÜSA6ETES. 

Often in the winter midnight, 
Pray'd I to the blessed Muses — 
" Here is not the red of morning, 
Tardy is the day in breaking ; 
Light for me, ye blessed Muses, 
Light tlie lamp of inspiration, 
That its mellow ray may serve me, 
'Stead of Phcebus and Aurora ! " 
But they Icit me to my slumber, 
Dull, and spiritless, and torpid ; 
And the morning's lazy leisure 
Usher'd in a useless day. 

Then when Bpring begm to kindle, 
Thus the nyhtmgales I conjured — 
"Sweetest mghtingales, warble, 
Warble early at my wmdow ! 
Wake me from the heavy slumber 
That in magic fetters hold me ! " 
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And the love-o'crflowing singers 
Sang all night around my window 
All their rarest melodies ; 
Kept awake the soul within me ; 
Gave me trances, aspirations, 
Glimpses of divine emotion, 
Soothing, melting, undefined. 
So the aight pass'd lightly over. 
And Aurora found me sleeping, 
Scarce I waken'd with the sun. 



Lastly, came the glori 
What aroused me then irom dreamin) 
At the earliest dawn of morning? 
'Twas the buzzing of the flies ! 
They are toneh'd by no compassion, 
Ruthlessly they do their duty ; 
Though the half-awaken'd sleeper 
Greets them with a malediction. 
Unahash'd their clan they summon. 
And the humming swarm is vocal, 
And they banish from my eyelids, 
All the luxury of sleep. 
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THE MÜSAGHTES. 

Straightway start I frora my pillow, 
Leave the close-beleaguer'd chamber, 
Sally out to seek the Muses, 
In the haunts to them, are dearest. 
And I find them 'neath the beeches, 
W^ting for me, sometimes chiding. 
For my over-long delay. 
Thus I owe you, libelled insects, 
Thanks for many hours of rapture. 
Dullards may indeed abuse you. 
Since you wake them to sensation ; 
But the poet ought to prize you. 
And I thank you, as a poet, 
Ranking you, beyond all others, 
As the ushers to the Muse, 
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THE CHURCH WINDOW. 

The Minster window, richly glowing, 
With many a gorgeous stain and dye, 
Itself a parable, is showing, 
The might, the power of Poesy. 

Look on it from the outer square, 
And it is only dark and dreary ; 
Yon blockhead always views it there, 
And swears its aspect makes him weary. 

But enter once the holy portal — 
What splendour bursts upon the eye ! 
There symbols, deeds, and forms immortal, 
Are blazing forth in majesty. 

Be thankful you, who have the gift 
To read and feel each sacred story ; 
And O, be reverent when you lift 
Your eyes to look on heavenly glory ! 
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Tins curioua poem marks the period when Goethe, unfortunately 
fbr himself, broke offhia EngagemeuttoÄnnaSchünemaau, nhom 
he has celebrated under the pBeudoujia of " Lib." 

There's no menagerie, I trow, 

So varied as my Lili's now. 

The strangest beasts she keeps therein, — 

Heaven knows how she procured them all 1 

The wild, the tame, the thick, the thin, 

The great, the middling, and the small. 

O how they strut and swagger madly, 

And flap their close-clipp'd wings in vain ! 
Poor princes, metamorphosed sadly, 
And doom'd to love's eternal pain. 

Who the fairy? who tho Circe? 

Is it I.ili ? — ask not me j 
But be thankful for the mercy. 

If ahe is not known to thee 
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LI LI 8 PABK. 

What a gabbling, what a squeaking ! 

At the door she takes her stand, 

With the basket in her hand ; 
Then the herd comes wildly shrieking ! 
Trees and bushes, they are bending 

With the weight of songsters sweet; 
Larger creatures, hither wending, 

Eoll and grovel at her feet. 
Such devotion ! 'tis amazing ! 

Saw ye ever such a rout ? 
E'en the fishes in the basin, 

Bob their stupid noses out! 
Thea her daily dole she scatters, 

With a look, that might ensnare 

Jove or Hermes, were they there. 
Bent oil leas terrestrial matters. 
What a gaping ! what a biting ! 
What a wrestling ! what a fighting ! 
What a coil with teeth and claws ! 
What a fight with bill and paws ! 
What a tumbling, thron^g, snatching, 
Each at other fiercely catching ! 
What a chasing and a raeing, 

For the crumbs so loosely shed ! 
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Ah ! Enchantresa Lili, placing 
But her hand upon the bread, 
Gives it an ambrosial flavour, 
Steeps it in celestial savour ! 

O, but her look ! O, but her tone ! 

" Pipi 1 Pipi ! " you hear her crying ; 
And Jove's own eagle, from his throne, 

Would come before her, gently flying ; 
The turtledoves of Aphrodite, 

Would answer gladly to her call ; 
And Juno's peacocks, not too flighty. 

Would stoop from the Olympian hall. 
They could not help it, sage or silly. 
If once they heard tlie voice of Lili ! 

And what has this enchantress done 1 
A great wild bear, uulick'd and rude, 
She lured from out his native wood. 
And made him move in unison 
With other beasts that tamer be, 
(Up to a certain point, d'ye see?) 
For slightly savage still was he ! 
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i LILie PARK. 

Alas ! how gracious and how good 

Swiin'd then to me that gentle warden ! 

She might have ask'd me for my hlood, 
To nurture flowers within her garden. 

"Ask'd you,? Pray, sir, explain your riddle!' 

In brief, 'tia I tiiat am the bear ; 
Not prone to dance to every fiddle. 

But surely tangled in s. snare. 
An apron-net was strong enough 

To make my capture quite complete; 
A silken thread has brought the rough 

Half-S3Tage Bruin to her feet. 
The story I may tell hereafter — 
To-day, I'm not disposed for laughter. 

Well 1 I am standing, rather sulky, 

Within a corner ; hear the 

And all the manifold beseeching. 
Of creatures that are not so bulky, 
I turn me round ; a growl I utt«r, 

Then move as if to go away, 
I cannot ; so again I mutter. 

And in despite of self must stay. 
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a fit of passion 

Comes upon me ; wild I grow, 

And I hurry to and fro, 
Snorting in most bear-like fashion ! 
"What! be treated like a hare? 

Made a' fool of, and a noodle? 
Like tJie wretched squirrel there. 

Or that meanest beast, her poodle ! ' 
Eise the bristles on my back — 

" No ! a slave I will not be ! " 
And I fly ; but in my track. 

Every bush and every tree. 

Upstarts, seem to scoff at me ! 
O'er the bowling-green I scour, 

Slipping on the close-mown grass, 
And a box-tree near the bower 

Grins derision as I pass ! 
Crashing thro' the deepest thicket. 

Now I try to leap the pale, 
Since I cannot ope the wicket : 

Woe is me ! alas, I fail ! 
1 can neither climb nor vault; 
Magic brings me to a halt ; 
Magic weighs me down like lead. 
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So, with aching limbs and head, 
Plod I to a quiet glade. 
Where a miniature cascade, 
Fashion'd by some artist's cunning. 
Over shells and stones is running. 
There I roll, and pant, and blow. 

Whine and whimper in my pain ; 
With rare audience for my woo — 

Oreads of porcelain ! 

Ah, what sound, what voice divine, 

Comes upon my senses stealing. 
With a strain so rich and fine, 

Calming every tortured feeling ? 
0, the bliss that music bringeth, 
Lili in her arbour singeth ! 
" O matchless voice for ever dear ! 

The very air grows warm around ! 
Ah, does she sing that I may hear t " 

And, quite distracted by the sound, 
I trample down the shrubs and flowers, 

I burst into her loved retreat — 
Be gracious, O ye heavenly powers ; 

For lo — the bear is at her feet ! 
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LILIS FAItE. 169 

" Well ! you are the drollest creature ! 

Quite a monster with that hair ; 
Shagged, ragged, grim, in feature, 

Yet so gentle for a, bear." 
With her foot my back caressing, 

Me she sends to Paradise ! 
Never felt I sueh a blessing — 

that heavenly, heavenly pressing! 
But there's calm within her eyes. 

1 kiss her shoes, I lick their sole. 

As courteous as a beai may be, 
And then, entranced beyond control, 

I lay my head upon her knee. 
She lets me do it : nay, she tickles 

My ear in very sportive mood ; 
I feel as if a thousand prickles 

Were running through my flesh and blood ! 
In ecstasy I try to puvr, 

Perhaps it had been wiser not ; 
For my attempt extorts from her — 

*^Allons tout doux I eh la menolle/ 

Et faites serviiewr, 

Comme «m joU Seign^iir" 
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mi's PARK. 

So never does she cease her funning ; 

The poor fond beast, so oft betray'd, 
Yet plumes himself upon his cunning, 

And thinks that he has pleased the maid. 
His abject homage was regarded ; 
Drop tJiat, and he's at once discarded. 

But O, she is a witch indeed ! 

She carries still a vial precious, 

Fill'd with a balsam so delicious, 
As shames the draught of Ganymede. 
One drop of that, upon my tongue, 

She placed with her enchanting finger. 
Then forthwith from the arbour sprung ; 

1 could not stay, I could not linger! 
I still must follow in her train, 
I seek, I tremble, turn again, 
But will I have not of my own. 
Sometimes I thought I might have flown ; 
But aye she stands beside the door j 
She holds it open, trips before, 
But gives me such a witching smile. 
That, tho' I know her wonted wile, 
I cannot leave her all the while ! 
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BBTRIBlrilON. 

Ye gods, of whom the ancients t«ll ! 
Witchcraft by you was always hated; 
You might relieve me from this spell, 
But you are dotards, or translated. 
The rage for freedom stirs throughout my 
I must be free ! Myself will force my f 



RETRIBUTIOlf. 

He that with tears did never eat his bread, 

He that hath never lain through night's loi 
hours, 
Weeping in bitter anguish on his bed — 

He knows ye not, ye dread eelestia! powers. 
Ye lead ua onwards mto life. Ye leave 

The wretch to faü ; then yield hira up, in woe. 
Remorse, and pain, unceasingly to grieve ; 

For every sin is punish'd here below. 
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THE WEDDING FEAST. 

I CHANCKD to walk, not long ago, 
Into the village down below ; 
The people all were gaily drest, 
They told me 'twas a marriage feast. 

Within the dancing-room I found 
Some sixty couples whirling round; 
Each lass supported by her lad, 
And every face was blithe and glad. 

" A happy day, indeed ! " I cried ; 
" But tell me, which may be the bride ? " 
The bumplcin anawer'd with a a tare — 
"Lord, sir! I neither know nor care! 

"Three nights have we be«n dancing hen 
And tasting of her wedding cheer ; 
I merely eame for fun and drinking, 
About the bride I've not been thinking ! '' 
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If every man would speak the truth, 
As freely as this honest youth, 
His case would not — so ponder'd I — 
Betoken singularity. 



PSICEK. 

The Muses, maiden sisters, chose 
To teach poor Psyche arts poetic; 
But, spite of all their rules esthetic, 
She never could emerge from prose. 

No dulcet sounds escaped her lyre, 
E'en when the summer nights were nigh ; 
Till Cupid came, with glance of fire, 
And taught her all the mystery. 
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TEEACHEKOUS MAID OF THE MILL. 

Lo ! here is our comrade — ^he's radng along, 

Ere day break his exercise taking ; 
Has ho heen to the chapel to hear matin-song? 

With cold his poor bones must be aching! 
The brook lies before him ; barefooted he goes, 

Through the ice-water manfully tearing ! 
What says he 1 An orison twang'd through his nose t 

Ah no, my dear friend, he is swearing ! 

Alas! from a bed that he slyly bespoke. 

He has started with wonderful vigour, 
And, save for the sheltering folds of his cloak, 

He would cut a most ludicrous figure. 
Some impudent scoundrel has seized on his coat. 

His vest, and his breeches, for payment; 
And sent our poor friend, on the highway to trot. 

Like Adam, in primitive raiment 
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TPIB IKEACHBROire MAID OF THE MILL. 175 

The reason? I'll tell you— hell tell you, the dunce! 

For his shame is too plain to be hidden ; 
Down there at the mill, aa in Paradise once, 

Grows fruit which is strictly forbidden. 
Our friend has been poaching ! Such dangerous 
trips 

End seldom except in vexation ; 
Let him in, give him liquor, and from his own lips 

Let us hear his absurd lamentation. 



" In the amorous glance of the brown maiden's eye, 

No treachery did 1 discover ; 
She loved me, adored me — she said so ; and I 

Was exceedingly pleased as her lover. 
How could I imagine, while sweetly caress'd, 

What horrible thoughts she was hatching? 
1 was very content as she clung to my breast. 

Some hundreds of kisses despatching. 



ugh, till the deep of the night, 
When I found myself somehow or other, 
Disrobed of my daily habiliments quite ; 
Then the damsel shriek'd out for her mother ! 
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176 THE TREACHEROUS MAID OP ITIE MILL. 

Saint Paul ! -what a horrible rush w-as there then ! 

Nay, iisten, my dear friends, with patience — 
A mother, a brother, of cousins full ten, 

Aunts, uncles, and other relations ! 

"Then a clamour arose might have waken'd the 
dead! 

Like tiger-cats fierce they were squalling ! 
' Her honour ! her honour ! ' the women folk said ; 

' Her virtue ! ' the strong knaves kept bawling. 
And all this to me, an unfortunate youth, 

Who really was guilüesa of sinning ! 
For a wiser than I had be«n baffled, in truth, 

Had he taken the cdda for the winning. 

" Her virtue ! If Cupid is vigilant still, 

If his aim, as of yore, is as steady, 
I rather imagine, that maid of the mill 

Knows some of his secrets already! 
In short, airs, they eagerly pounced on my dress, 

Coat, waistcoat, and breeches of kersey, 
A fund of division for twenty, not less ; 

That I saved my old cloak was a mercy ! 
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THE TREAOHBROUB MAID OF THE MILL. 177 

" I leap'd on the floor ; I struggled and swore, 

To get out was my only endeavour; 
And there stood the maiden, quite close to the door, 

With a smile as enchanting as ever ! 
So frantic was I that the boldest gave way ; 

I cleft them, like hay-bands, asunder : 
They let me go forth, in my simple array ; 

Save my cloak, there was nothing to plunder. 

" You laugh, sirs, at this 1 well, I lairly must own. 

No wliit you're securer from pillage, 
Should you leave the more elegant nymphs of the 
town, 

To prowl after nymphs of the village. 
Let women have lovers, as oft as they will, 

And change, without any disclosure; 
But never with scandal, like her of the mill, 

Subject them to shameful exposure," 

So told us his story, our shivering friend, 
And we shouted in mirthful derision ; 

No grain of compassion had we to expend. 
On a gallant in such a condition. 
8* 
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COPTIC BONO. 



For richly deserves he sore penance to pay. 
The youth, who, from constancy falling, 

Pays court to an innocent maiden by day, 
And at night sallies forth caterwauling ! 



COPTIC SONG. 

Howk'er they may wrangle, your pundits and sages, 

And love of contention infects all the breed, 
All the philosophers, search through all ages. 

Join with one voice in the following creed ; 

Fools from tieir folly 'tis hopeless to stay ! 
Mules will be mules, by the law of their niulishness ; 
Then be adviaeti, and leave fools to their foolishness, 

What from an ass can be got but a bray ? 

When Merlin I queaUon'd, the old Necromancer, 
As halo'd with light in his coffin he lay, 

I got from the wizard a similar answer, 

And tins ran the burden of what he did say ; 
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COPTIC SONG. 179 

Fools from their folly 'tis hopeless to stay ! 
Mules wili be mules, by the law of their mulishness ; 
Then he advised, and leave fools to their foolishness, 

What from an ass can be got but a bray 1 

And up on the wind-swept peaks of Armenia, 

And down in the depths, far hid from the day, 
Of the temples of Egypt and far Abyssinia, 

This, and but this, was the gospel alway ; 

Fools from their folly 'tis hopeless to stay ! 
Mules WÜ1 be mulea, by the law of their mulishness j 
Then be advised, and leave fools to their foolishness, 

What from an ass can be got but a bray 1 
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SONGS AND LYRICS. 



THE MODERN AMADIS. 

They kept me guarded close, while yet 

A little tiny elf. 
And so I sat, and did beget 

A world within myself, 
All I cared to see-. 

Golden fancy then unfurl'd 

Endless sights to me. 
And a gallant knight I grew ; 

Lite the Prince Pipi, 
Boam'd throughout the world. 
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THE UOSERN AMAS18. 

Many a crystal palace saw, 

Many overthrew ; 
My far-flashing falchion hurled, 

Through the dragon's maw. 
Ha ! then I was a man ! 

Next I fre«'d in knightly wise 

The Princess Peribac; 
Oh, the wonder of her eyes, 

Smiting, as I woo'd 
Her with hearted sigl« ! 

Her kiss, it was ambrosial food, 
Glow'd like noble wine ; 

With love, oh, I was almost dead ! 
A golden haze divine 

She around her shed. 

Who has torn her from my sights 

Can no spell delay 
That dear vision, stay her flight 1 

Where her home, oh, say 1 
And thither, which the way 1 
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THE WILD ROSE. 

A BOY espied, in morning light, 
A little rosebud blowing ; 

'Twas so delicate and bright, 

That he came to feast his sight, 
And wonder at its growing. 

Rosebud, rosebud, rosebud red. 
Rosebud brightly blowing ! 

I will gather thee — he cried — 
Rosebud brightly blowing ! 

Then I'll sting thee, it replied. 

And you'll quickly start aside 
With the prickle glowing. 

Rosebud, rosebud, rosebud red, 
Rosebud brightly blowing 1 

But ho pluck'd it from the plain. 

The rosebud brightly blowing ! 
It turned and stung him, but in vain — 
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He regarded not the pain, 

Homewards with it going. 

Rosebud, rosebud, rosebud red, 
Rosebud, brightly blowing ! 



THE 

The mists they are scatter'd, 

The blue sky looks brightly, 

And Eolus looses 

The wearisome chain ! 

The winds, how they whistle! 

The steersman is busy — 

Hillio-ho, hiUio-ho ! 

We dash through the billows — 

They flash far behind us — 

Land, land, boys, again ! 
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THE COQUEITE. 

O'er the meadovrs tripp'd sweet Kitty, 

On a dewy mom in spring, 
Like a lark, her blithesome ditty 

Gaily, lightly carolling, 
So la la ! Le ralla, 

Liibin, as she pass'd beside him, 
Offer'd two lambs for a kiss ; 

Roguishly awhile she eyed him, 
Tripp'd away, then caroll'd this, 
So la la ! Le ralla. 

Ribbons red young Colin proffers, 
Robin with his heart would wile. 

But she mocks at all their offers, 
Singing, as she mounts the stile. 
So la la ! Le ralla. 
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SMITTEN. 

Through the wood as I was roaming, 
There a gentle youth I spied, 

Piping sweetly in the gloaming, 
Till the rocks around replied, 
So la la! 

And beside him down he drew me, 
Call'd me fair, and kiss'd me then. 

Pipe onee more ! I said, and through n 
Thrill'd his music sweet again. 
So la la ! 

Now my peace is flown, and never 
Comes a smile into mine eye, 

And within my eai« for ever 
ßings that music and I sigh, 
So la la! 
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JUST IN TIME. 

When Constance, fiekle maid, forsook me, 

For life or joy I ceased to care ; 
So to the river I betook me. 

To finish all my sorrows there. 

Upon the bauk somehow I found me, 
In dumb despair, my head a-spin, 

And things went whirling round and round me, 
I plunged — no, I was p 



When hark ! what was that sudden cry for t 
I turn'd my head, to aiiateh a peep ; 

Oh, 'twas a Toice to sigh and die for ! 
" Be careful, sir ! The river's deep ! " 

And lo ! a maid ao fresh, so pretty, 
A thrill through every vein I felt. 

" Your name, your name, 1 pray you 1 " " Kitty." 
At <diarming Kitty's feet I knelt. 
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187 

" In death I had ere this been sleeping ; 

My life, 1 owe it all to you ; 
Oh, make your boon, then, worth the keeping, 

And be its joy and blessing — do ! " 

And then I told her all my troubles, 

Her eyelids dropp'd, she held her breath ; 

The kiss I gave, her kiss redoubles. 

And now — ^my thoughts don't run on death. 



RESOLVE. 

Os, on, across the plains, and fee! no dread ! 

Where not the boldest hath 
Trod down a path, which thou may'at safely tread, 

Make for thyself a path ! 

Still thou my heart, dear love ! It will not break 

Though bent awhile it be ; 
And if it needs must be, that it shall break. 

It breaks not, love, with thee. 
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TEEÄSÜRE TROVE. 

Thkoogh the forest idly, 

As my steps I bent, 
With a free and happy heart, 

Singing as I went. 

Cowering in the shade I 

Did a floweret spy, 
Bright as any star in heaven, 

Sweet as any eye. 

Down to pluclc it stooping, 

Thus to me it said, 
" Wherefore pluck me only 

To wither and to fade ? " 

Up with its roots I dug it, 

I bore it as it grew, 
And in my garden-piot at home 

I planted it anew ; 
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All in a still and shady pla«e, 

Beside my home so dear, 
And now it thanks me for my pains, 

And blossoms all the year. 



m ABSENCE. 

And shall I then regain thee never ? 

My beautiful ! And art thou flown 1 
Still in mine ears resounds for ever 

Thy every word, thy every tone. 

As through the air, when mom is springing. 
The wanderer peers in vain, to trace 

The lark, that o'er him high ia singing, 
Hid in the azure depth of space ; 

So, love, through field and forest lonely 
My sad eyes roam in quest of thee ; 

My songs are tuned to thee, thee only ; 
Oh come, my own love, back to me ! 
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WHO'LL BUT A CÜPIDt 

Of all the waxes so pretty 

That come into the dty, 

There's none are so delicious, 

There's none are half ao precious, 

As those which we are bringing. 

O, listen to our singing ! 

Young loves to sell ! young loves to sell ! 

My pretty loves who'll buy t 

First look you at the old(«t, 

The wantonest, the boldest ! 

So loosely goes he hopping, 

Prom tree and thicket dropping, 

Then flies aloft as sprightly — 

We dare but praise him lightly ! 

The ficlfle rogue ! Young loves to sell ! 

My pretty loves who'll buy ? 
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Now see this little creature — 
How modest seems his feature ! 
He nestles so demurely, 
You'd think him safer surely ; 
And yet for all his shyness, 
There's danger in his slyness, 
The cunning rogue ! Young lov 
My pretty loves who'll buy 1 



Oh come and see this lovelet, 
This little turtlc-dovelet ! 
The maidens that are neatest, 
The tenderest and sweetest, 
Should buy it to amuse 'em. 
And nurse it in their bosom. 
The little pet ! Young loves to sell ! 
My pretty loves who'll buy 1 



We need not hid you buy them. 
They're here, if you will try them. 
They like to change their cages ; 
But for their proving s^es 



bv Google 



1 CAIM AT E 



No warrant will we utter — 

They all have wings to flutter. 

The pretty things ! Young loves to sell ! 

Such heauties ! Come and buy ! 



A CALM AT SEA. 

Libs a calm along the deep, 
Like a mtrror sleeps the ocean, 

And the anxious steersman sees 
Round him neither stir nor motion. 

Not a breath of wind is stirring, 

Dread the hush as of the grave- 
In the weary waste of waters 
Not the lifting of a wave. 
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HUKTSMAK'S EVENING SOKG. 

In silence sad, from heath to hill 

With rifle slung I glide, 
But thy dear shape, it haunts me atill, 

It hovers by my side. 

Across the brook, and past the mill, 

I watch thee gaily fleet ; 
Ah, does one shape, that ne'er is still, 

E'er cross thy iancy, sweet? 

'Tis his, who, tortured by unrest, 

Koan:k3 ever to and fro, 
Now ranging east, now ranging west. 

Since forced from thee to go. 

And yet at times the thought of thee. 
Like moonlight in a dream. 

Doth bring, I know not how, to me 
Content and peace supreme. 
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THE LOVELY NIGHT. 

i^OM the cot, where softiy sleeping 

Lies my tosom's love, I go, 
And with noiseless footstep creeping, 

Thread the dusky wood, when lo ! 
Bursts the moon through glade and greenwood, 

Soft the herald zephyrs play, 
And the waving birches sprinkle 

Sweetest incense on my way. 

How I revel in the coolness 

Of this beauteous summer night! 
Stilly dreaming here the fulness 

Of the panting soul's delight! 
Words can paint not what my bliss is, 

Yet, kind heaven, I'd yield to thee 
Nights a thousand, fair as tliis is, 

Would my love give one to me ' 
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FIRST LOVE. 

Oh, who will bring me tack the days, 

So beautiful, so bright ! 
Those days when love first bore my heart 

Aloft on pinions light t 
Oh, who will bring me but an hour 

Of that delightful time, 
And wake in me again the power 

That fired my golden prime ? 

I nurse my wound in solitude, 

I sigh the livelong day. 
And mourn the joys, in wayward mood. 

That now are pass'd away. 
Oh, who will bring me back the days 

Of that delightful time. 
And wake in me again the blaze 

That fired my golden prime 1 
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SEPARATIOH. 

1 THINK of thee whene'er the sun is glowing 

Upon the lake ; 
Of thee, when in the crystal fountain flowing 

The moonbeams shate. 

I see thee when the wanton wind is busy, 

And d«sf-cloiida rise; 
In the deep night, when o'er the hridge so dizzy 

The wanderer hies. 

I hear thee when the waves, with hollow roaring, 

Gush forth their fill ; 
Often along the heath I go exploring, 

When all is still. 

I am with thee ! Though far thou art and darkling. 

Yet art thou near. 
The sun goes down, the stars will soon be sparkling— 

Oh, wert thou here ! 
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WITH m EMBEOIDERED KIBBOK. 

Little flowerets, little leaflets, 
Have thej" woven with fairy hand, 

Playful sunny elves of springtide. 
Lightly called at my command. 

Zephyr, bear it on thy pinions, 
Drop it on my darling's dress, 

So she'U pass before the mirror 
la her doubled loveliness. 

She, of roses still the fairest, 
Rosea shall around her see ; 

Give me but one look, my dearest, 
And I ask no more of thee. 

Peel but what this heart is feeling — 
Frankly place thy hand in mine — 

Trust me, love, the tie which binds us 
Is no fragile rosy twine. 
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SECOKD LIFE. 

After life's departing sigh, 

To the spots I loved most dearly 

lu the sunshine and the shadow, 

By the founts welling clearly, 

Through the wood and o'er the meadow, 

Flit I like a butterfly. 

There a gentle pair I spy. 
Round the maiden's tressea flying, 
From her chaplet I discover 
All that I had lost in dying. 
Still with her and with her lover. 
Who so happy then as I ? 

For she smiles with laughing eye; 
And his lips to her he presses, 
Vows of passion interchanging, 
Stifling her with sv 
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O'er her budding beauties ranging ; 
And around the twain I fly. 

And she sees me fluttering nigh ; 

And beneath his ardour trembling, 

Starts she up — then off I hover, 

"Look there, dearest!" Thus dissembling, 

Speaks the maiden to her lover — 

" Come and catch that butterfly ! " 



TO IT MISTKESS. 

Ail that's lovely speaks of thee 

Whea the glorious 
'Tis thy harbinger to me ; 

Only thus he cheereth. 

In the garden where thou go'st. 
There art thou the rose of roses, 

First of lilies, fragrant most 
Of the fragrant posies. 
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When thou mo vest in tie dance, 
All the stars with thee are moving, 

jVdJ around thee gleam and glance, 
Never tired of loving. 

Night !— and would the night were here ! 

Yet the moon would lose her duty ; 
Though her sheen bo soft and clear, 

Softer is thy beauty ! 

Fair, and kind, and gentle one ! 

Do not moon, and stars, and flowers 
Pay that homage to their sun. 

That we pay to ours 1 

Sun of mine, that art so dear — 
Sun, that art above all sorrow ! 

Shine, I pray thee, on me here 
Till the eternal morrow ! 
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TO lUKÄ. 

Sister of the earliest light, 
Type of loTeliness in sorrow, 
Silver mists thy radiance borrow, 
Even as they cross thy sight. 
When thou eomest to the sky, 
In their dusky hollows waken, 
Spirits that are sad, forsaken. 
Birds that shun the day, and I. 

Looking downward far and wide, 
Hiddea things thou dost discover. 
Luna ! help a hapless lover, 
Lift him kindly to thy side! 
Aided by thy friendly beams. 
Let him, through the lattice peeping. 
Look into the room where, sleeping, 
Lies the maiden of his dreams. 
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TO TBS BXTROTHBD. 

Ah, I see her ! Now I gaze, 
Bending in a trance Elysian, 
And I strain my inmost vi^on, 
And I gather all thy rays. 
Bright and brighter yet I see 
Charms no envious robes encumber ; 
And she draws me to her slumber, 
As Endymion once drew thee. 



TO THE BETROTHED. 

Hand in hand, and lip to lip, love! 

Swear, thou'It still be true to me! 
Fare thee well ! By many a cliff, love. 

Lies my track aeross the sea. 
But when, every danger over. 

Safe in port again we lie, 
If apart from thee thy lover 

Can be happy, let me die ! 
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TO THE BETROTHED. 

Boldly dared is iron already, 

Half my task is conquer'd quite; 
Stars to me are sunlight steady, 

Cowards only feel 'tis night. 
Were I near theo, idly musing, 

Sad my fancies still would be. 
But o'er distant ooeaas cruising, 

Toil is sweet, for 'tis for thee ! 

Even now I see it glowing, 

That dear vale, where we shall stray. 
By the river soilly flowing, 

While the daylight hours decay. 
Where the silver birch is sweeping. 

Where the beech's shadows fall. 
All ! and there a cottage peeping 
Y forth amid them all. 
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THE PARTIK6. 

Lbt mice eye the farewell make tbee, 
Which my lips refuse to spealt ; 

Scorn me not, if, to forsake thee, 
Makes my very manhood weak. 

Joyless in our joy's eclipse, love, 
Are love's tokens, else divine, 

Cold the kisses of thy lips, love. 

Damp the hand that's locked in mint 

Once thy lip, to touch it only, 
To my soul has sent a thrill, 

Sweet«r than the violet lonely, 
Pluck'd in March-time by the rill. 

Garlands never more FU fashion, 
Eoses twine no more for thee; 

Spring is here, but, ah, my passion, 
Autumn dark has come for me I 
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COMFORT IS TEARS. 

How is it that thou art so sad 

When others are so gay ? 
Thou hast been weeping — nay, thou ha 

Thine eyes the truth "betray, 

" And if I may not choose but weep, 

Is not my grief mine own? 
No heart was heavier yet for tears — 

O leave me, friend, alone! " 

Come join this once the merry band. 

They call aloud for thee. 
And mourn no more for what is lost, 

But let the past go free. 

" 0, little know ye in your mirth, 
What wrings my heart so deep ! 

I have not lost the idol yet. 
For which I sigh and weep." 
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Then rouse thee and take heart ! thy blood 

Is young and full of fire ; 
Youth should have hope and might to win, 

And wear its hest desire. 

" O, never may I hope to gain 
What dwells from me so lar ; 

It stands as high, it looks as bright, 
As yonder burning star." 

Why, who would seek to woo the stars 
Down from their glorious sphere 1 

Enough it is to worship them, 
When nights are calm and clear, 

" Oh, I look up and worship too — 

My star it shines by day — 
Then let me weep the livelong night 

The whilst it is away." 
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THE SHEPHEED'S LAMENT. 



Up yonder on the n 

I dwelt for days together ; 
Look'd down into the valley, 

This pleasant summer weather. 

My sheep go feeding onward, 
My dog sits watching by ; 

IVe wander'd to the valley, 
And yet I know not why. 

The meadow, it is pretty, 
With flowers so fair to see ; 

I gather them, but eo one 

Will take the flowers from m.e. 

The good tree gives me shadow. 
And shelter from the rain ; 

But yonder door is silent, 
It will not ope again ! 
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I see the rainbow bending, 

Above her old abode, 
But she is there no longer ; 

They've ta'en my love abroad. 

They took her o'er the mountains, 

They took her o'er the sea ; 
Move on, move on, my bonny sheej 
There is no rest for me t 



EVENING. 

Peace breathes along the shade 

Of every hill, 

The tree-tops of the glade 

Are hiish'd and still ; 

All woodland murmurs cease, 

The birds to rest within the brake a 

Be patient, weary heart — anon. 

Thou too, shalt be at peace ! 
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TO BELODA. 

Why dost thou lure me to this garish pleasure, 

This pomp of light? 
Was I aot happy in abundant measure, 

In the lone night ? 

Shut in my chamber, when the moon was beaming, 

Unseen I lay, 
And, with its silver radiance round me streaming, 

I dream'd away. 

I dream'd of hours which golden joy was filling. 

And I was blest, 
For love, tumultuous love, even then was thrilling 

Through all my breast. 

Am I the same, treading with thee the dances 

Of this bright hall, 
Amid the whispering tongues and jealous glanc«a 

That round us fall 1 
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210 love's dream. 



No more Spring's sweetest flowers can claim my duty, 

Or cliarm my view ; 
Where thou art, darling, there are love and beauty 

And nature, too. 



LOTE'S DREAM. 

Thou oil in dreams hast seen us stand 
Before the altar hand in hand, 
Ttyself the bride, the bridegroom I. 
Oft on thy lips, when none were watching, 
I've hung, unnumber'd Itisses snatching. 
In hours of waking ecstasy. 

The purest rapture that we cherish'd, 
The bliss of hours so golden, perish'd 
Even with the hour that saw it rise. 
What recks that mine have been such blisses 
Fleeting as dreams are fondest kisses, 
And like a kiss all pleasure dies. 
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MAT SOSG. 

How gloriously gleameth 

All nature to me ! 
How Tjright the 

How fresh is the lea t 

White blossoms are bursting 

The thickets among, 
And all the gay greenwood 

Is ringing with song ! 

There's radiance and rapture 
That naught can destroy, 

Oh earth, in tliy sunshine, 
Oh heart, in thy joy ! 

Oh love ! thou enchanter, 
So golden and bright — 

Like the red clouds of morning 
That rest on yon height ; — 
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It is thou that art clothing 
The fields and the bowers, 

And everywhere breathing 
The incense of flowers t 

Oh maiden ! dear maiden ! 

How well I love thee — 
Thine eye, how it kindles 

In answer to me ! 

Oh, well the lark loveth 
Its song 'midst the blue ; 

Oh, gladly the flowerets 
Expand to the dew. 

And so do I loTe thee ; 

For all that is best, 
I draw from thy beauty 

To gladden my breast ! 

And all my heart's music 
Is thrilling for thee ! 

Be evermore blest, love, 
And loving to me ! 
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DEPRESSION. 

RosBB, ah, how fair ye be! 

Ye are fading, dying ! 
Ye should with my lady be. 

On her bosom lying; 
All your bloom is lost on me 

Here despairing, sighing. 



Oh, the golden dreams I aursed, 

Ere I knew thy scorning, 
When I pour'd my passion first, 

And at break of morning, 
Pluck'd the rosebuds, ere they burst, 

For thy breast's adorning ! 

Ei-ery fruit and floweret rare, 

To thy feet I bore it, 
Fondly knelt, to see thee there, 

Bending fondly o'er it, 
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Gazing on thy face so täir. 
To revere, adore it. 

Roses, ah ! how fair ye he ! 

Ye are fading, dying! 
Ye should with my lady be, 

On her hosom lying ; 
All your bloom is lost on me 

Here despairing, sighing. 



TO THE MOON. 

Flooded are the brakes and dell 
With thy phantom light, 

And my soul receives the spell 
Of thy mystic might. 

To the meadow dost thou send 
Something of thy grace, 

Like the kind eye of a friend, 
Beaming on my fece. 
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Echoes of departed times 

Vibrate on mine ear, 
Joyous, sad, like spirit chimes, 

As I wander here. 

Flow, flow on, thou little brook ; 

Ever onward go ! 
Trusted heart, and tender look. 

Left me even so. 

Richer treasure earth has none 
Than I once possessed — 

AL, so rich, that when 'twas gone, 
Worthless was the rest. 

Little brook ! adowii the vale. 
Rush, and take my song ; 

Give it passion, give it wail. 
As thou leap'st along. 

Sound it in the winter night. 
When thy streams are full ; 

Murmur it when skies are bright, 
Mirror'd in the pool. 
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Happiest he of all created, 
Who the world can shun, 

Not in hate, and yet unhated ; 
Sharing thought with none, 

Save one faithful friend ; revealing, 

To his kiiidly ear. 
Thoughts like these, which, o'er me 

Make the night so drear. 



THE SPIBIT'S GBEETISG. 

High on the beetling turret old, 
The hero's ghost doth stand, 

And blesses thus the galley bold, 
Is sailing from the strand. 

" Lo, once these sinews were as steel, 
This heart beat wUd and high. 

In field and fight the foremost knight. 
My cup was never dry. 
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WITH A »OLDEN NECKLACE, i 

"One half my life was stonn and strife, 

One half was peaceful ease ; 
And thou, thou tiny mortal bark, 

Sail gladly with the breeze ! " 



WITH A GOLDEN KECKLACE. 

Accept, dear maid, this little token, 
A supple chain that fain would lie, 

And keep its tiny links unbroken 
Upon a neck of ivory. 

Pray, then, exalt it to this duty, 
And change its humbleness to pride ! 

By day, it will adorn your beauty, 
By night, 'tis quickly liud aside. 

But if another hand should proffer 

A chain of weightier, closer kind, 
Think twice ere you accept the offer ; 
For there are chains will not unbind. 
A. 
10 



bv Google 



Tmfl little poem was composed dnring a tour in Switzerland in 
1775. Several others in this serieä belong to the same period, 
being that when Gtoetbe's passion for Anna Elisabeth Sohöae- 
mann, the LUi of bis poems, was lit its beigbt. 



Fbke is my heart from every weight, 

No care now cumbers me ; 

O Nature, thou art grand and great, 

And beautiful to see ! 

Our boat goes dancing o'er the wave. 

The rudder-track behind ; 

And yonder rise the mountains brave ; 

Blow fresh, blow fresh, thou wind ! 

What is this 1 Mine eyes are burning ! 
Golden dreams, are ye returning t 
Vanish, golden though you be ! 
Here is love and life for me. 
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The spray of the water 
Like star-showers is blown ; 
The mists they draw upwards, 
From each mountain throne, 
The momiiig wind ripples 
The reach of tlie bay, 
And the trees in the mirror 
Are dancing alway. 



THE WAKDERER'S KIGHT SONG. 

Child of heaven, that soothing calm 

On every pain and sorrow pourest, 

And a doubly-healing balm 

Find'st for him, whose need is sorest, 

Oh, I am of life aweary ! 

What availeth its unrest — 

Pain that findeth no release, 

Joy that at the best is dreary 1 

Gentle peace. 

Come, oh come into my breast ! 



bv Google 



TO LINA. 

Lina, rival of the linaet, 

When these lays shall -eicli thy hand, 
Please transfer them t« the spinnet. 

Where thy friend was wont t« stand. 

Set the diapason ringing, 

Ponder not the words you see. 

Give them utterance by thy singing, 
Then ea«h leaf belongs to thee. 

With the life of music fill them; 

Cold the written verses seem, 
That, would Lina deign to trill them. 

Might be trancing as a dream. 
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TO A GOLDES HEART. 

Pledob of departed bliss, 

Once gentlest, holiest token ! 

Art thou more faithful than thy mistress is, 

That ever I must wear thee. 

And on my hosom bear thee, 

Although the bond that kait her soul with mine is 

broken ? 
Why shouldest thou prove stronger ; 
Short are the days of love, and wouldst thou make 

them longer ? 

Lüi ! in Tain I shim thee ! 

Thy spell is still upon me. 

In v^n I wander through the distant forests strange, 

In vain I roam at will 

By foreign glade and hill, 

For, ah ! where'er I range, 

Beside my heart, the heart of LUi nestles still ! 
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CONSOLATION, 

Like a bird that breaks its twine, 

IS this poor heart of mine : 

It fain into the summer bowers would fly, 

And yet it cannot be 

Again so wholly free ; 

For always it must bear 

The token which is there. 

To mark it as a thrall of past captivity. 



SORROW WITHOUT COKSOIATION. 

O, wHBRBroBE shouldst thou try 
The tears of love to dry 1 

Nay, let them flow ! 
For didst thou only know, 

How barren and how dead 
Seenas everything below, 

To those who have not tears enough to shed, 
Thou'dst rather tid them weep, and se«k their 

comfort so, 
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WELCOME AND DEPARTURE. 

To horse ! — away, o'er hill and steep ! 

Into the saddle blithe I sprung ; 
The eve was cradling earth to sleep, 

And night upon the mountains hung. 
Wifi robes of mist around him set, i 

The oak lite some huge giant stood, 
While with its hundred eyes of jet, 

Peer'd darkness from the tangled wood. 

Amidst a bank of clouds, the moon 

A sad and troubled glimmer shed ; 
The wind its chilly wings unclosed, 

And whistled wildly round my head. 
Night framed a thousand phantoms dire, 

Yet did I never droop nor start ; 
Within my veins what living fire ! 

What quenchless glow within my heart ! 
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WELCOME AND DEPARTURE. 

We met ; and from thy glance a tide 

Of stifling joy fiow'd into me : 
My heart was wholly by thy side, 

My every breath was breathed for thee. 
A. blush was there, as if thy check 

The gentlest hues of spring had caught, 
And smiles so kind for me ! — Great powers ! 

I hoped, yet I deserved them not ! 

Bu morning came to end my bliss ; 

A long, a sad farewell we took. 
What joy — what rapture in thy kiss, 

What depth of anguish in thy look ! 
I left thee, sweet ! but after me, 

Thine eyes through tears look'd from above ; 
Yet to be loved — what ecstasy ! 

What ecstasy, ye gods, to love ! 
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EAELI SPEL\G. 

Comb ye so early, 

Days of delight? 
Malting tlie hillside 

Blithesome and bright 1 

Merrily, merrily. 
Little brooks rush, 

Down by the meadow, 
Under tlie bush. 

Welkin and hilltop. 

Azure and cool ; 
Tishes are sporting 

In streamlet and pool. 

Birds of gay feather 
Flit through the grove, 

Singbg together. 
Ditties of love. 
10* 
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Busily coming 

From moss-covcr'd bowers, 
Brown bees are himuning, 
" for flowers. 



Lightsome emotion, 

Life everywhere; 
Faint wafts of fragrance 

Scenting the air. 

Now comes there sounding 
A sough of the hreeze, 

Shakes througt tlie thicket, 
Sinks in the treea. 

Sinks, but returning, 
It rufflea my k^r ; 

Aid me this rapture, 
Muses, to bear ! 

Know ye the passion 
That stirs in me here '! 

Yestre'en at gloaming 
Was I with my dear ! 
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THE BLISS OF ABSENCE. 

'Tis sweet for him, the livelong day that lies, 
Wrapt in the heaven of his dear lady's eyes, 

Whose dreams her image blesseth evermore, 
Love knoweth not a sharper joy than this, 
Yet greater, purer, nobler is the hliss, 

To he afar from her whom we adore! 

Distance and Time, eternal powers, that be 
Stall, like the stars, o'erruling secretly. 

Cradle this tempest of the blood to peace. 
Calm grows my soul, and calmer every hour, 
Yet daily feels my heart a springing power, 

And daily finds my happiness ii 



All times she lives within my heart and brain, 
Yet can I think of her without a pain, 

My spirit soars alway serene and free. 
And, by the strength of its divine emotion. 
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Transfonns its love to all a saint's devotion, 
Refines desire into Idolatry. 

The lightest cloudlet that doth fleck the sky, 
And floats along the sunshine airily, 

More lightly in its beauty fioateth never, 
Hian doth my heart, with tranc|uil joy elate. 
By fear untoueh'd, for jealousy too great, 

I love, oh yes, I love — 1 love her ever ! 



FROM TOE MOUNTAIN. 

If I, my own dear Lili, loved thee not, 

How should I joy to view this scene so fair ! 

And yet if I, sweet Lili, loved thee not, 
Should I be happy here or anywhere t 
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LONGING. 

What atirs in my heart so? 

What lures me from, hom.e'? 
What forces me outwards, 

Ajid onwards to roam 1 
Far up on the mountains 

Lie cloudlets lilce snow ; 

were I but yonder, 
Tis there I must go ! 

Now by come the ravens 
So solemn and black ; 

1 mingle among them, 

And follow their track : 
By rock and by turret 

We silently glide; 
Ah, there is the bower, where 

My lady doth bide ! 

She walks in the greenwood. 
That beautiful may ; 
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Like a bird singing clearly, 

I drop on the spray. 
She lists, and !.he lingers, 

And softly saya she — 
" How sweetly it singeth, 

It singeth for me ! " 

The sunset is gilding 

The peaks of the hill, 
The day is declining, 

Yet tarries she still ; 
She follows the brooklet 

Through meadow and glade, 
Till dark is the pathway, 

And lost in the shade. 

Then, then I conie down, as 

A swift-shooting star ; 
" What light glitters yonder, 

So near yet so far?" 
Ere yet the amazement 

Hath passed from thee, sweet, 
My quest it is ended 

I lie at tliy feet ! 
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NOTES. 
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NOTE TO "THE BEIDE OF COEINTIL" 

The legend on nhieh this poem ia based is to be found in tie 
treatiee ntp£ floi^^aofiov, by Plilegon of Trallea, a freedman of 
the Emperor Adrian, where it forms the first of the series 
of niarTcls recorded by that singular writer. The openiog 
of the story is lost, but its nature is made Bu£Gciently obTious 
b J what rcmaina. 

"She passed," writes Phlegon, "to the door of the 
strajiger'a room, and there, by the shimmer of the lamp, i>o- 
beld the ddmsel seated by tlio side of Machates. At this 
marvellous phenomr non she was uoaMe to command herself; 
and, hastening to h d m m her, called with a loud 
voice to Chanto and D m ua arise and go with her to 

their daughter, fo h h h d me bacl; to life, and was 
even now closeted w h in his room. Hearing 

this strange announ m n Chan between fright at the 
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intelligenco and the bewilderment of the nurse, was at fir» 
distracted; then, remombering the daughter she had lost, 
she began t<i weep ; acd in the end, thinking the old woman 
craze'd, she eoinmaaded her f o betake herself to rest. To tliis 
the nurae rejoined by reproaches, inäeting that she herself 
was in her right mind, but that the mother was unwilling from 
pure fear to behold her own daughter; and bo at last Charito, 
partly conatraiaed by the nursa, partly impelled by curiosity, 
repaired to the door of the stranger's apartment. But, as a 
second message had been required to persuade her, a consid- 
erable space of time bad, ia the meanwhile, elapsed, so that 
by the time she reached the chamber they were both in bed. 
Looking in at the doorway, she thought she recognised the 
dress and features of her daughter ; bnt being unable to satisfy 
herself of the truth, she conceived it best to make no disturb- 
anco. Moreover, she hoped, hy rising in the morning betimes, 
to take the damsel by surprise; or, even if she should fhil in 
this, then she thought to put Machatcs to question as to the 
matter, when of a surety, seeing how momentous it was, he 
would not speak that which was untrue. And so she with- 
drew noiselessly from the door. By daybreak, however, she 
found the damsel already gone, peradventiire through chaoce, 
peradventurc according to the will of some god. Discon- 
certed bj her so sudden withdrawal, the mother narrated to 
her young guest all that she had seen, and, embracing his 
kni-ea, besought him to lell her the truth, ami to conceal 
nothing. Upon this the youth was at first smitten with con- 
sternation and sore confusion; at length, however, with diffi- 
culty he mentioned her name, Phiiinnion — recounted how she 
had come to him on the first occasion — with what fondness 
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MOTBB. 235 

slie bad enconnteced him, and how sbs bad Biiid, that her visit 
waa made without the knowletige of her parenla. Further- 
more, to confirm hia tale, he opened a chest and showed a 
ccrtatu gift prcsentod to him bj the damsel ; to wit, a golden 
ring, and also a Scarf from her bosom, which she hdd Itfl 
behind her od the previous night. On seeing these proofs, 
Chaiito shrieked, rent her robes in twain, tore the veil from 
her head, and, throwing herself upon the ground, kissed the 
well-known tokens, and broke forth anew into lamentations. 
When now the guest had reflected on what had transpired, 
and beheld them all weeping and wailing immoderately, as 
though they were now about for the first time to lay the 
damsel in the tomb, he began, all confounded though he was, 
speak words of comfort to tl em, and i owed to gire them 
.imation if she should return Tranquillised by these as- 
surances, Charito returned to her chamber, after conjuring 
youth to deal truly with his promise When night closed 
in, and the hour had vome at whii^h Pbihnnion was wont to 
visit him, the others held themselves in rcadmeas for the tid- 
of her arrival. And truly come she did; and wben she 
entered at the accustomed time and seated herself upon 
bed, Machatea unconcernedly took his place beside her, 
longing nercrthclesa with all his heart to come at the bottom 
of the business ; for be could not bring himself to think that 
was a dead maiden with whom he had holden intercourse, 
ting that she returned so punctually always at the same 
le, and ate and drank with him. Therefore did be mistrust 
I assurances of the nurse and of the parents, holding rather 
the opinion that thieves had broken into and plundered 
;be tomb, and sold the garments and the oi 
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the fetlier of the damsel, who had in this wise made resort 
nnto him. Wishiag to be aaaured ot the truth, therefore, ha 
pririlj called hia servants and sent fhem to the parents. De- 
mostratus and Charito hastened with all speed to the apart- 
ment, and beholding the damsel there, they were for a time 
strnck dumb with amazement at the wondpous apparition; 
bnt, recoTering themaelvefl, they ran forward with a great cry, 
and fell upon their daughter's neck. Then Epolte Pbilinmon 
to them in this wise ; ' Oh, mother and father, unjust and im- 
gentle are je, in that jou grant me not to tarry unmolested 
with this Elranger but for three days at my father's house. 
Kow, therefore, because of your busy curiosity shall ye onoo 
again be made to mourn. But for me, I return unto my ap- 
pointed place; for hither have I come not without the in- 
tervention of the gods.' When she had bo spoken, she fell 
back dead once more, and lay there stretched out upon the 
bed." 

The utmost eicitenient, eaya the chronicler, was occasioned 
in the household and the city by this singular event. The 
family-vault was searched, when all the bodies were found in 
their places, with the escepiiou of Philinnion's, and, where 
that had lain, a steel ring belonging to the guest was discov- 
ered, and a parcel-gilt goblet, both of which she had received 
from her companion on the ocoaäon of her first visit. By the 
advice of an augur of great reputation, the body was burnt 
outside the dty walls — an cKpiatory sacrifice was made to 
Hermes and the Eumeni des— lustrations were performed in 
the temples — sacrifices offered up for the Emperor and the 
public weal; and, as an appropriate consummation to the 
whoie, the youth Machates laid violent hands upon himself. 
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NOTES, 237 

It is interesting to ooantwc how deitaroualy Goethe lias 
availed him of the incidents narrated with so much circum- 
Etaatlalitj in this striking legend; and what additional inter- 
est he has given it, by marking so distinctly the period when 
the old mythological faith was passing away under the in- 
fluence of the Christian creed. With all reverence for the 
genius of Goethe, it ia impossible to deny that he had strong 
Pagan tendencies, and these were never so forcibly exhibited 
as in the composition of this wonderful poem. It is said 
that it cost him only two days' labour, and, when completed, 
required no correcüona; an effort which deserves to be re- 
corded, for few poems in any language have been so complete 
and absolutely perfect in their structure as " The Bride of 
Corinth." 



HOTK TO »THE EEL KING" 

Mr. Lewes, in his elaborato and deeply interesting Life 
jf Goethe, has been at some pains to «how that this ballad 
«as neither a translation nor an adaptat on tiom the Danish ; 
and he has givei a short atcoutt of the oid Danish ballad, 
which was published in Herder's " Volltsheder," under the 
title of " Eri-Koenig's Tochter." Mr. Lewes is no doubt right 
in the main ; but it seems to us very evident that Goethe took 
the hint from Herder's version, though he did not in this in- 
stance, as in " The Water-man," limit himself to the original. 
The term " Erl-King," which the Germans have adopted, seems 
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